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PREFACE. 



This book was written in a time of affliction, the 
nature of which will be known when the fifth 
chapter is read. It is published with the hope 
that the thoughts which then soothed and strength- 
ened me may have a similar influence on those 
of my readers who suffer like sorrows. But if it 
should also, by disturbing that feeling of security 
which is produced by present happiness, create 
or promote sympathy with the afflicted, it will 
accomplish the two holy missions to which it is 
consecrated. 



A SABBATH-DAY JOURNEY. 



CHAPTER I. 

A MORNING WITHOUT CLOUDS. 

If all things in nature do not, as some serious 
but superstitious minds are disposed to believe, 
put on their best dresses and keep the Sabbath, 
they appear to do so. Every devout mind is con- 
scious of a holy quietude in country life on the 
first day of the week — a peculiar stillness, and an 
attitude of repose. The fields may not be more 
green, the flowers may not be more fragrant, the 
scream of the hawk and the defiant crow of the 
game fowl may not be mellowed by a touch of 
kindness or humility, and there may not be more 
beauty and less noise in the woods and fields when 
man keeps holy-day; but to him the outer world 
speaks in less rugged tones — ^it rests and is quiet. 
The stillness may be in his heart, and not in the 
ripple of brooks and the song of birds, but he 
feels a strange pervading calm, like the luxuriant 
rest of home after a stormy voyage. In great 
towns and cities, where men stand in crowds and 
fight the battle of life together, there is cessation of 
noisy work, and Sabbati^ stillness is real. There 
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is no bustle of footsteps, no rumbling noise of 
heavily-laden carts, no clatter of steeled hoofs upon 
paved roads. There is in a large English city at 
an early hour of a summer Sabbath-day a stillness 
which is solemn ; for resolute and fearless men are 
resting. The city sleeps. Its streets are empty, 
though the sun is shining into every east window. 
A blue sky is seen through lanes of lofty dwellings, 
and the eye rejoices that it is no longer oppressed 
by the leaden hue of the every-day smoky atmo- 
sphere, which poisons existence, when the fires of 
man's workshops are Hghted, and the maxjhines of 
social life are booming on the ear. 

On such a noiseless, sparkling summer morning, 
at an early hour, I left my city home, intent on 
a Sabbath-day journey. My house was no mean 
dwelling, though in a narrow and gloomy street of 
a crowded district. It was not rich in decorations, 
nor full of carved furniture, foreign ornaments, 
and priceless pictures, as when it was, long before 
my tenancy, occupied by a succession of wealthy 
merchants. But to them it was not more rich in 
pleasant memories than to me ; nor did they leave 
it for long foreign journeys with a more restless 
anxiety. To that house I took from her father's 
home my gentle companion— my tnisting, helping, 
hoping wife, whose love is my chief happiness and 
Joy. It was there I first received into my arms 
a little helpless being, our child, who soon became 
the centre of our affections and the hope of our 
lives. In the old mansion there was not anything 
to excite cheerfulness or encourage good-humour. 
The dancing sunbeams 'seldom entered it on their 
way from heaven to earth, and the weighty im- 
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portance of the architecture rejected every attempt 
to adapt the decorations to the modem conception 
of domestic elegance and good taste. But to me, 
enjoying the quiet and continued presence of affec- 
tion, which like a pure and healthy atmosphere 
filled the house, it was a place of unbroken happi- 
ness. Love dwelt with us, and we watched to 
sacrifice self for the young life we nourished. 
When my darlings were at home, what could it 
be but a place of intense and refined enjoyment? 
But when I took my Sabbath-day journey they 
were far away, as lovers measure distances, and 
I blessed the Saturday night that closed the Ex- 
change and counting-house, and gave me hope of 
the quick coming of the day that would invite me 
to cross the lofty hills surrounding the city, and 
seek the pleasant dwelling where they were petted 
visitors. 

The sun had risen above the earth mists when 
I stepped from my doorway into the street, intent 
upon my Sabbath-day journey. In infancy I had 
walked through the great thorough£Eu:es of the city, 
guided by my nurse. In youth I had on holidays 
explored the lanes and alleys with my play-fellows, 
urged by boyish curiosity and a spirit of enterprise; 
for I sought new scenes to repay myself for dutiful 
submission to the imposed dulness and sobriety of 
my daily saunterings to school. I had gone with 
the crowd to church and to 'Change; I had shouted 
with my party on the hustings ; I had decorously 
rejoiced with the bridegroom at the wedding break- 
fJBwt ; and I had mourned with the fatherless by the 
grave of his sire. Almost every feeling that can 
agitate the heart I had suffered or enjoyed in my 
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native city. But there was a novel solemnity, 
strange not painful, in the appearance of the well- 
known streets on that quiet Sabbath morning, for 
they were forsaken by men, and appeared to i^st 
from the toil and turmoil of a week which had 
glided into the infinite past. 

The sight filled me with the melancholy we suffer 
when visiting deserted places. A play-ground is a 
dreary enclosure when the boys are keeping holi- 
day at home ; a ball-room is a mockery of festivity 
when the music has ceased and the dancers are 
gone ; and even a prison-yard is more intensely 
gloomy when the captives are locked in their cells. 
The streets of a populous city, when young morn- 
ing is peeping into them before the citizens are 
awake, affect the mind in the same manner, but 
do not produce that feeling of abandonment which 
falls on the soul when night— hazy winter-night— 
overshadows them with her dark wings, and lurid 
gas-lights blaze in shop-windows. The sight of 
wide thoroughfares quite deserted afflicts us with 
a painful sadness ; but the feeling of isolation is 
relieved by hope. There is stillness, but it will be 
followed by a shout of exulting human life ; there 
is immeasurable distance between the heavens and 
the earth, but they will come nearer when man 
awakes, and the day grows older. Daily life, which 
has not yet expressed itself in sound, will then pre- 
sent itself to God in an anthem of thanksgiving. 

Such were my feelings, when I looked upon the 
well-known scenes bathed in the quiet morning 
light of a coming fervid day. They have been, 
I whispered to myself, in the presence of Night, 
and now in the rising glory of the Sun they reflect 
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the sparkling rays they borrowed from the rabies, 
emeralds, and sapphires of the sky. The Ebor 
Queen opened her court on Earth when the last 
couriers of the Sun passed the western gate of 
heaven, and dismissed her modest train as the 
advanced-guard of her august Lord proclaimed his 
coming in the east. There was silence ; when 
the Ruler of Day called to rejoicing activity the 
slumbering creatures who waited his coming. 

But why are ye, work-wearied citizens, turning 
restlessly upon your beds in drowsy consciousness 
this beautiful Sabbath morning? The breeze is 
playing in the heather on the tops of the hills, 
waiting your ascent, and the lark is pouring from 
high heaven streams of rippling music. There is 
at this hour a softer and more healthy couch than 
your own, and you will find it on the green grass 
under the shadow of sturdy elms, near where a 
stream gurgles among the stones thrown into its 
channel by winter floods. Upon the hedge-rows 
and wood-banks, the fields and road-sides, summer 
has dropped many flowers, and the air is perfumed 
with their rich odours. If these have no charms — 
if fashion has enslaved you, if keeping the Sabbath 
be to you nothing more than a listless attention 
to some religious formalities, eating and sleeping 
between matin and vesper, living the day through 
in mean thoughts and the selfishness of your anxious 
and unprofitable lives — ^if this be your condition, 
God help you ! Sleep, if you will ; for your hours 
of oblivion will be the most innocent of your long 
Sabbath-day. 

But why did I move through the city with such 
a slow and stealthy step ? It was not that I feared 



14 A SABBATH-DAY JOURNEY. 

the sleepers I invoked, nor was it that I dreaded 
what some dreary souls might say about the selfish- 
ness of a Sabbath-day journey. What a Christian 
man's conscience allows without glossing the Lord's 
commandments he does without sin. All men 
cannot work by the same formulae ; nor are those 
Christians who allow acts which offend the sec- 
tariamsm of others necessarily far from . truth and 
godliness. It was not a cowardly fear of man that 
held me back, nor such threatened evils as when 
in dreams terrible forms pursue us, and motion is 
impossible. But the sound of my footsteps, and 
their echoes from side to side, were painfully dis- 
tinct. I looked at the houses of my friends, as 
though expecting to hear them upbraid me with a 
thievish intent to rob them of their peaceful and 
necessary slumber. This foolish sensitiveness wa« 
upbraided by many of the caged birds who had, 
with merry hearts, spent a night out of the close 
chambers where, for nine months of the year, they 
gloomily chirped of their imprisonment. How 
often during the few hours of darkness had the 
pretty prisoners, dreaming of liberty, raised their 
heads from beneath their drowsy wings to look at 
the stars and watch for sunrise ! The night was 
gone, and their little throats were filled with melo- 
dious song. 

I walked slowly and timidly, but reached the 
boundary of the old city before the inhabitants 
awoke, and came to a place of brick-kilns and 
mortar-heaps, rude workshops and unfinished tene- 
ments, always to be found outside the settled 
provinces of thriving communities, and marking 
the expansive force of social life. There for the 
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j&rst time I heard human voices : they were loud, 
quarrelsome, and profane. Men who were drawers 
of water and carriers of stone, and lived by the 
use of their great physical strength, had by the 
compulsion of habit risen with the sun, in spite of 
their drowsy drunkenness, and were lounging in 
quarrelsome humour within sight of a beer-house 
door. As poison is sometimes hidden within a 
lithesome, graceful form, so the vices of gross appe- 
tites may taint the nature which is with " beauty, 
courage, strength adorned." I would not say 
that the voice of truth cannot be heard by such 
men, but to change their natures the Lord himself 
must be the preacher, whether it be of love or of 
the powers of the world to come. 

As I passed on, first by the river side and then 
up the hill separating the valley in which the 
city is built from a lofty undulating upland, my 
thoughts were troubled. Those men, I said, are 
in the finest physical development : in muscular 
strength they are perfect human machines; in 
spirit they are fiends. They stand in the gateway 
of Hell, and hear with delight its ghostly strife and 
blasphemy. And what can Hell be, but a place 
where appetites are uncontrolled and unsatisfied? 
Hell has been already judged, and its sentence is — 
" he that is unjust, let him be unjust still ; he that 
is filthy, let him be filthy still." Passion exists, 
but the natural body through which indulgence 
was possible has ceased to be. The heat of sinful 
desires is concentrated in the individual lives of 
imregenerated spirits. A lost soul is like a raging 
fire, self-supported — a blazing star receiving back 
its consuming heat: a soul lost to heaven and 
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holiness is an everlasting, unsatisfied hatred, in the 
presence of the hated object, without a tongue to 
curse or an arm to strike — a concentration of evil 
augmenting its own torment by a progressive ma- 
lignity of desire. Hell is represented in the hearts 
of unr^enerated men, all of whom stand within 
the vestibules of the infernal world, and to holy 
intelligences they are living developments of the 
evil principle. Tn their ruin all nature would have 
been involved, if redeeming love had not purchased 
salvation, and sealed the covenant with the re- 
pentant tears of the adopted sons of God. 

From the summit of the hill I looked into the 
city, and thought of the words of Him who made 
possible the salvation of man from the hell that is 
within him — " How often would I have gathered 
thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her 
chickens under her wing, and ye would not." His 
gentle invitetioii is stUl heard, and to every doubl. 
ing thought and restraining hand he says, ^^ Suffer 
them to come unto me." To the believing and 
loving heart, Christ is ever present ; and his voice 
is one of tendem^ess, encouragement, and warning. 
He teaches his docile disciples how to live in the 
love of which they are the object. When men go 
to the Lord because they suffer bodily pain or 
mental anxiety, they know that he has suffered the 
same, and been '' in all things tempted as we are." 
But when they seek prompt deliverance from such 
sufferings, and for that purpose importune Him 
who said, " Not my will but thine be done,** they 
mistake His mission and offices, and the conditions 
on which they may pray and prevail. He came to 
heal the broken-hearted, to comfort the wretched, to 
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pardon the sinful, to sanctify the unholy. He is 
tne Christ of the suffering many in this world of 
sorrow. Suffering is a process in the purification 
of the soul, when He whispers peace. As Christ, 
who was the light of the world, shone in suffering, 
so also do His people. He did not come to correct 
or change the destinies of man in this world, but to 
redeem and sanctify him — ^to baptize him with His 
Spirit, and make him a fit companion for the angels 
of heaven. Suffering is the destiny of man, and 
frequently the agent of mercy, for without suffering 
man cannot be made perfect. The " multitude who 
are before the throne of God, and serve Him day 
and night in His temple, came out of great tribu- 
lation, and have washed their robes and made 
them white in the blood of the Lamb." 

As the atmosphere was clear and the sky cloud- 
less, the large buildings of the city were readily 
distinguished, the churches and the gaols, the 
manufactories and poor-houses, the , hospitals and 
gin-palaces. In them I saw the developments of 
modem civilization. The houses of virtue and 
vice stood together in the same street, and looked 
alike cheerful in the untainted morning light. 
" Would that this clear aod healthy atmosphere,*' 
I said, " were emblematic of thy moral condition, 
my native city. Thy feverish beauty sleeping in 
the silent morning of a Sabbath-day, is like the 
bloom upon the cheek of a slumbering child, 
fretted by the recollection of his sins or punish- 
ments. And as a loving mother watches him to 
whisper forgiveness and peace, should he wake in 
repentance, so Christ watches over thee. Why art 
thou deaf to the voice of affectionate reproach? 
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Thy sleep is restless, and thy dreams are terrible, 
for scenes of suffering, malignity, and vice are 
around thee. And thus thou must sleep and dream 
until thou art awakened by the "warning voice of 
the preacher of righteousness," 

In garrets' and cellars, and places less frequently 
seen because less utterly miserable, there are men 
familiar with want, who know what it is to be 
asked for food they cannot supply. Will not they 
escape from the city and the crowd that passes 
them so coldly and proudly, and looking into the 
impartial loving face of nature, learn to think of 
their great troubles with a less resisting or despond- 
ing heart. " Talk not of nature to me," says such 
an one. " The beauty and repose you speak of 
must be unrepresented in my soul so long as phy- 
sical want and mental scepticism are the curses of 
my being. Would you that I, tortured by a sleep- 
less consciousness of great wrongs received, and 
lesser ones inflicted — that I, knowing myself to be 
the unfavoured, if not abandoned, of Heaven — for 
I, wanting what othei^ possess in abundance, am 
despised and rejected of men — would you that I 
should listen with serenity to the song of birds, 
look with satisfaction at the artistic beauties of a 
landscape, or even become sensible of a feeble 
pleasure in anticipating a harvest which will bring 
me no enjoyment, and is not intended to supply 
my wants. When the city awakes, the groans of 
the suffering many will overpower the loud thanks- 
givings of those favoiu'ites of fortune who are con- 
tent to sing praises, and resign themselves to the 
will of Providence, so long as they continue to 
enjoy special privileges. It is in vain to invite 
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suffering men to listen to the jubilant songs of 
nature." 

In thoughtful mood, I sometimes imagine that at 
the close of every week — a mystical period, which 
the necessity of man, no less than the ordination of 
the Creator, will perpetuate — ^the Earth, with her 
seven days* sins upon her venerable head, goes into 
the presence of the solemn conclave of Night to be 
shriven. May she not then be purified from the 
stains of the sins of her inhabitants 1 And if not 
thus cleansed, could she continue to exist in the 
presence of Him before whom the heavens are not 
clean? Like a leprous body uncleansed by the 
Lord, the contaminated world, at the beginning of 
each succeeding Sabbath-day, presents herself in the 
temple of the Universe, and joins in the psalms of 
the ministering priests. In sight of heavenly wii. 
nesses— Sims, planets, and spirits dwelling therein 
— Earth, the beautiful mother of our race, pleads 
in the solemn stillness of listening Night for her 
children. She remembers the broken promises and 
ineffectual tears of fonner revolutions ; but, though 
haunted by the wandering spirits who have lost 
their first estate, she claims present forbeaiunce in 
virtue of the love of her Lord, partial repentance, 
and the revelation of future greatness and glory in 
man's ultimate sanctification. " Yet a little while," 
she says, " and forgiveness will be no longer neces- 
sary, for there wiU be a new heaven and a new 
earth, and Christ himself shall reign over an 
obedient, loving, holy people. When He has par- 
doned and sanctified man. He will purify me from 
every stain of antecedent transgression." All holy 
influences then descend upon her in virtue of her 
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destinies, and she passes out of the high court of 
the heavenly Powers and celestial Wisdoms, still to 
bear man's sorrows and sins, but to all worlds de- 
claring, " the Earth is the Lord's, and the fulness 
thereof." 

But when wilt thou, my poor city, go to thy 
pardoner] Thou art still unrepentant, and the 
noise of thy blasphemy and profane song is heard 
in the courts of Hell. The sinful thought and the 
impure desire expressed in the ear of Night, when 
the solemn hosts of heaven are listening, cannot 
die. With all the evils created by man, they must 
live to war against truth and holiness, to curse and 
be a curse, till the Lord shall put His enemies 
under His feet. The drunkard and the libertine, 
and he who does not love his neighbour as himself, 
and the Lord supremely, are sleeping in thy lap, 
debauched city, and yet thou art smiling in the face 
of morning, as though thou wert as pure as the sun- 
beams, which fall alike upon the evil and the good. 

From these sad thoughts I was withdrawn by 
the beauty of the country, the repose of the un- 
stained arch of heaven, and the music of the 
woods and streams. I had come to my first love, 
and she received me in a sweet mood of beauty, 
without coyness and without tears. Her repose 
forbade turbulence of feeling in my heart, though 
it trembled with joy when I heard her voice and 
felt her gentle kiss upon my forehead. 

Descending from the upland after a walk of 
two or three miles over the heather, I followed 
a path indistinctly ti'aced upon the grass by those 
who journeyed to and from the city. It was the 
only highway for pedestrians from a group of 
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hamlets built in a long valley opening into a 
broad belt of lowland. The landscape was of that 
suggestive character which most excites imagiiia- 
tive minds. Looking into the distance from no 
mean elevation, I saw a group of moimtains, peak 
rising above peak, higher and higher still, till out- 
line was lost in haze and films of grey cloud. 
The roseate hues with which morning had lovingly 
tinted the summits lingered about them, contrasting 
pleasantly with the blue distance, and the sober 
green of the nearer lowland pasture. The half 
lights in the valleys were growing stronger, and 
the shadows were slowly moving across the hill- 
side, but into the deep glens the sun-beams had 
not entered, though the shadows were shrinking 
and the lights were growing broader. 

This view of the rugged mountains brought to 
my memory scenes which had been too vividly pre- 
sented in youth to be ever entirely forgotten, and 
friends too £dthfuUy loved to be by advancing 
years coldly esteemed. The days spent in that 
rough and difficult country had b^n intensely 
happy« I had there felt that strange and pas- 
sionate pleasure which belongs to the hour of 
danger. I had been in the mountains when the 
north wind swept down the steep sides from the 
snow-covered tops and rushed violently through 
the frightened valleys; when the streams were 
rapidly swollen into torrents; when tough pines 
were deft by li^tning, and inaccessible hollows in 
daA ^ens uttered unearthly sounds. At such 
times I had seen the storm-cloud descend, and 
Wrap itself round the mountain like a cloak ; had 
idt the diill of the driving mist laden with ice- 
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crystals; walked by the edge of precipices, and 
vaulted from crag to crag over wide fissures, when 
a false step, an imprudent act, a timid thought 
would have been instant death. 

What wonder if I cherished these recollections, 
and felt my former independence of thought and 
action, when on that Sabbath morning I caught 
sight again of the loved mountains ! And was it 
not weU that at such an hour my thoughts should 
return to them, and rejoice in the pleasures of 
the past ! The man who never thinks of his life 
unassociated with his misfortunes, mistakes, and 
sins, must be tortured by a singular distemper- 
ment of mind. Enough of these we may always 
resuscitate when memory is permitted to do its 
office. Such painful recollections are the dead 
weights of experience, and are wisely employed in 
counterbalancing the pride and self-sufficiency of 
success. But there is more hypocrisy than repent- 
ance in a reiteration of condemnations against 
ourselves, and a refusal to acknowledge that we 
have a right t«D be happy or deserve pleasure from 
a review of the past. Repentance ought to be a 
perpetual act, but not so much for daHy self-accu- 
sation as for unremitting ward and watchfulness 
over our present and future lives. 

But the man who, with a morbid recollection of 
the past, is ever pouring into complacent ears his 
mournful repentant soliloquies, has little thankful- 
ness for present enjoyments, whatever may be his 
hope for the future. He is like a brook which 
after every flood and outbreak of foaming temper 
bubbles fretfully among the shallows and over the 
stones, until the storm again rages on the moun- 
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tains, and another undiverted pressure brings a 
torrent of anger into the run of its daily life. 
Kepent in earnest, and let confidence in promised 
forgiveness give your soul courage to meet the 
future. It is better to look back and count your 
enjoyments, and to live again thankfully in the 
former delights of the soul, than to be ever 
mourning over past troubles and hated sins, In 
doubt of Divine mercy ; repenting as if there 
were no forgiveness. Remember, if you will, when 
you disobeyed your guardians and were punished less 
than you deserved, but do not forget the hand that 
wiped away the tears, the smile that assured you of 
forgiveness, the lip that sealed the pledge. Do not 
cease to detest the pride of which you are now 
ashamed, but remember how much more you were 
proud of your mother than of yourself. You cannot 
think with any modified disgust of some convivial 
meeting at wlfich you were present in the company 
of a companion who overstepped the bounds of 
sobriety and made himself ridiculous; but you 
much more distinctly remember his manly and 
spiritual conversation in later years : the one you 
never mention, the other is repeated with in- 
creasing solemnity and feeling approbation, now 
he is the fit companion of those who are the 
redeemed and sanctified inhabitants of a spiritual 
world. And this is right. Gratitude is the cha- 
racteiistic of a higher condition of Christian life 
than repentance, though that must be the constant 
work of the soul. It was good, then, on that quiet 
Sabbath morning to recall scenes which had de- 
lighted me and people I had loved — ^it was good to 
be thankful and wear robes too gay for a penitent. 
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It might have been otherwise, had I, in some self- 
acccusing mood, drawn a brief against myself for 
the Court of Conscience ; but at that hour it was 
not possible to believe myself a condemned cri- 
minal, while my heart gave testimony to the evi- 
dences, within and without, of the presence of a 
merciful and loving God. 

Thus uniting the past, the present, and the 
future, sometimes employing myself with what I 
saw and sometimes with what I thought, I ap- 
proached a little wayside house, better known to 
travellers and holiday folk from the city than to 
that class of rustic labourers for whom such houses 
are usually opened. I knew it well. It was there 
I had been with my school-fellows on bii-th-days 
and special public holidays — ^it was there I had been 
with fathers and mothers who brought their little 
ones and household pets, to submit to every pos- 
sible discomfort for the pleasure of throwing off 
the formalities of society, and feeling what it is to 
be in nature natural. Thoughts of persons and 
places came trooping back to me from dim and 
still more dim distance, and events pleasant and 
sad were strangely and mournfully associated. I 
remembered the incidents of such an excursion, 
when many young folk, now fathers and mothers, 
and still my acquaintances, obtained a few hours 
of high-toned pleasure by the abandonment of as 
much reserve as made an evening's walk home the 
shortest and most delightful they remember; for 
the roseate sunset was reflected in bright eyes, and 
the words they heard came trembling from palpita- 
ting hearts. I also remembered many friendly 
walks with the chosen companion of my youtb^ my 
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flchool-fellow, friend, and confidant, a pale, melan- 
choly, intellectual youth, who wandered in his 
speech to distant worlds, and with the eye of faith, 
more bright than the eye of sight, spoke of their 
sinlessness, beauty, and exceeding glory; and of 
his own early death ; as if he had received revela- 
tions from heaven, and enjoyed placid visions of 
the future. 

If other loves had not attracted me, I would have 
wandered quietly and unseen through the gardens 
and orchards, the arbours and summer-houses, the 
visitors' parlour, and the large, spotless dairy. 
They had all pleasant associations, and reminded 
me of events not to be forgotten in early friend- 
ships. It was a place to tempt a tired traveller ; 
and I acknowledged many reasons why I should 
not refuse the rest it offered. But I was warned 
against delay by the grief of the Pilgrim when he 
lost his roll ; and though only travelling toward 
the repose of a time-boimd Sabbath, I was not 
turned aside from my journey by a loitering spirit 
or idle curiosity. But not far from the old giant- 
armed oak on the green, I was hailed by a man 
well known in the city and country around by the 
singularity of his habits, and commonly called " The 
Wanderer." He was a strange and melancholy 
man. Like the "Ancient Mariner," he plucked me 
by the sleeve, and drew me away, that I might 
in his hour of suffering and fear listen to his scant 
words, and the feeble, unrestrainable outflow of 
his pent-up thought. He had something to say, 
and must have a listener ; he needed confirming or 
comforting thoughts, he cared not which ; and he 
asked me for them. From my boyhood I had 

c 
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known Hm. He had always been to me an old- 
fashioned man, carefdlly dressed in a style that 
was not modem; and what he was he remained. 
I have heard many of my seniors say that his dress 
corresponded with the serious, contemplative, un- 
friendly character of his mind. By his own choice 
he was separated from men ; but whether he 
had a misanthropic hatred of his species, or was 
influenced by some hidden motive growing out of 
his private history, no one knew. He spoke dis- 
respectfully of wealth, though he seemed to possess 
more than a common share, for he lived without 
work. The industrious poor he treated with re- 
spect and politeness ; the rich he often provoked by 
his taunts and assumed superiority, or by a rude 
neglect of courtesy. But in the presence of poverty, 
especially when united with learning or superior 
intelligence, he humbled himself, and became a 
patient listener. Itich men said he was cynical ; 
but when conversation was unoffensively com- 
menced, his replies were earnest and his sentiments 
kind-hearted. Such a man, one said, ought to be 
invitfid into society ; but when he permitted the 
way to be opened, it was only that he might see the 
proud people better, and close it again when his 
curiosity was satisfied, or his fear excited. Some 
of his neighbours said he was a gentleman of 
refinement, though eccentric, and that too much 
learning was the source of his sorrows ; but in the 
opinion of others, he was ignorant and foolish. 
The common folk generally gave little l^eed to him 
or his manners. As he was civil in his behaviour, 
and punctual in his payments, what more did they 
care to hear about him or his concerns? Time 
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did not change his habits of life and fashion of 
dress, nor did it improve his relation to his fellow- 
citizens. To his acquainfances generally he was as 
distant, taciturn, and apparently unfriendly as ever; 
but to a few young men who sought his confidence 
he was somewhat more courteous. The approach 
to friendly intercourse, however, was hindered by 
his habitual fear, reserve, or awkwardness, or by a 
thought pressing heavily on his mind, and poison- 
ing the springs of his life. Thus every desire for 
sympathy or society was destroyed in its birth, and 
an attempt to speak ended, stutterer as he was, in 
an abrupt and almost rude ferewell. 

This man's habit of roaming about the country, 
which gave him the name of " The "Wanderer," 
had not been overcome by age ; but those friendly 
neighbours who watched him closely saw symptoms 
of an approaching decay of bodily strength — an 
effect less due to time than to weariness of thought 
and exposure to rough weather. He took long 
journeys on foot, without notice or preparation — 
coming and going at all hours of night and day. 
To ignorant people his dress was more singular 
than his person and maimer ; for it was, they said, 
not only what it had long been in shape and colour, 
but it was also unchanged in such minor particulars 
as darnings, patches, and lost buttons. It was 
as if the quality of permanence had been given 
to it when it was nearly worn out. This was 
spoken of as a significant fact by gossips who took 
an interest in his affairs. No one knew anything 
about his father and mother, or his means of living, 
though he had many years dwelt in his own house. 
His destiny might be to remain ever the same — 

c 2 
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to be the only thing in this world untouched by 
time — ^to be cursed with perpetual sameness. Might 
he not be an unfortunate doomed to unrest, giving 
perpetuity to everything that was personal by virtue 
of his indefinite existence 1 

Knowing how much " The Wanderer " was sus- 
pected by some of his neighbours, and fearing that, 
to save himself from rude remark, he might, now 
he was growing old, strengthen, to his own in- 
jury, the popular belief in his doubtful character, 
I had frequently attempted to gain his confidence. 
The quickness with which he perceived and re- 
sented every approach to familiarity taught me 
caution in the interviews he sometimes appeared 
to court, and our goodwiU gained in strength and 
feeling. But, as a timid animal, learning confi* 
dence from the hand of a child, runs to its lair 
and not to its protector on the approach of ima- 
gined danger, so he was alarmed by a suspected 
demand on his friendship, and was specially cau- 
tious to avoid questions which thinking men en- 
courage when they seriously speak of the future. 
Judge then of my surprise, when, with the &mi- 
liarity of a friend, and more in a tone of reliance 
than suspicion or doubt, he accosted me on the 
morning of my Sabbath-day journey, and di'ew 
me away to the village churchyard. 

On the low boundary-wall which separates the 
harvest-field of death from the living pastures 
around, we sat down. I knew the spot. The 
square-towered Gothic church, and the green graves 
beneath its shadow, were painted on my memory 
in colours that could not fade, and were often re- 
called by sad affectionate thought in my dreams, 
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awake and asleep. The glorious landscape was 
also my own, so often kad I studied it. The 
wooded hills, verdant valley, and distant blue 
mountain country, which ever reminded me of 
the gorjgeous descriptions of the heavenly land 
bath^ in celestial light, wore the richest tints of 
the morning sun, and reposed in the solemn still- 
ness of the early Sabbath day. No picture could be 
more perfect in the breadth and variety of rich 
foliage, and the tempting enticement and sugges- 
tiveness of the peaked and aspiring forms of the 
distant mountains. 

" How beautiful !" I exclaimed ; " and how 
quiet." 

" And was it to see beautiful things that I 
brought you here ?" my companion replied. " No- 
thing is beautiful— everything is dying. Quiet ! 
What place is so quiet as the grave 1 Man should 
live in the fear of death, for his life is nearly 
ended, and the solitary grave is ready for him. 
In this churchyard, where there is nothing but 
deformity, and the stillness of the sepulchre is 
awful, you talk of beauty and delightful quiet ; 
just as men in the city speak of getting rich and 
buying themselves carriages, though the hearse is 
waiting at the door." 

This sad plaint was delivered by " The Wanderer" 
in a tone of reproach, and with the upbraiding 
energy of fear. His bright eye trembled, and his 
spare, feeble body shrank under the terror of the 
thoughts he had expressed. I perceived at once 
that his morbid apprehension of the future ex- 
plained his singularities of habit and his avoid- 
ance of the society of his fellow men. He was 
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possessed by the demon Fear, and he dwelt among 
the tombs, where the evil spirit could not be cast 
out. He had been, through fear of death, all his 
life-time subject to bondage. Perceiving this to be 
his condition, and that the springs of his mteUec- 
tual life were defiled by solemn and abiding anti- 
cipation of death, my pity was awakened, and I 
became anxious to lead him towards a purer foun 
tain of thought. This was not to be done by re- 
sisting his convictions, but by receiving them as 
fragments of truth, and so preparing his mind to 
accept a just apprehension of the condition of man 
as a dying creature, and of his hope beyond the 
grave. 

" Nothing is so certain," I replied, " as death ; 
there is no silence like that of the grave. When 
I look beyond the churchyard wall, my eye is 
dazzled by the glittering unreal scenes of the world. 
But life, when most attractive, is, I admit, like 
the flashing light of diamonds on the neck of 
beauty, when she, sickening in the dance, hears 
the message, * To-morrow thou shalt die.' Within 
this solemn enclosure there is reality, as confessed 
by all men. We here walk with Death, side by 
side ; learn to know him, study his ways, and be- 
come familiar with his grim countenance. The 
yew tree, under which so many sable processions 
have passed, is an emblem of unyielding death. 
Its hard, stiff, immoveable arms, indicate the 
rigidity and persistence of death. All men know 
the truths taught in grave-yards. Hither they 
come to bury their dead — alone and in companies 
they all come. Old men and maidens know what 
death has been doing here. Their eyes are red 
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with weeping when they drop friends and lovers 
into the cold, damp earth. And they come often, 
renewing their tears, and speak tenderly in loving 
words while sitting by the porch of the silent 
homes of their friends. The homes of the de- 
parted ! The melancholy monuments stand in 
rows. The rain patters upon them, and the wind, 
howling in the cypress and yew, hisses round the 
headstones. You may well say that death and the 
grave are man's proper studies. Nothing else is 
reaL The landscape is beautiful, and so is the 
smile or bloom of health ; but why should I de- 
light myself with that which has no more perma- 
nence than a furrow on the ocean. Living man 
learns the most solemn lessons in the presence of 
the dead.'* 

" Now you say well," my companion replied, 
placing his hand timidly on my aim, and looking 
at me with an expression of fear. " Over these 
green hillocks, more eloquent than the mountains 
you so much admire, tell me what you feel when 
you look into the grave." 

" When the thought of death comes into my 
soul," I answered, " it sometimes blights eveyy 
hope that is growing ; and when I see the panoply 
and attendants of the mighty despot — the shroud, 
the pall, the coffin, and the grave — I am conscious 
of the horror of perpetual darkness, and my heart 
is faint because I know I must die. Such thoughts 
are like drops of poison injected into a gentle 
stream of life-blood. I have heard Nature herself 
speak of death, and thus she said : * A few days 
hence thou shalt not be. The sun shall rise and 
set as it hath done since the world was created — 
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the ocean shall roll backward and forward through 
its wide and deep channels ; rain shall fall, leaving 
pit-marks upon the soft sand, to the wonder of 
future generations, and flowers shall spring out of 
the moistened and fertilized ground — nothing shall 
be added to the world, and nothing shall be taken 
away, and the substance of thine own material 
existence shall remain for ever ; but thou shalt 
not be : thy mortal life shall be put out, and the 
remembrance of thee shall fade away ; of thee not 
a mark shall remain upon the roll and record of 
human existence. Come how and when it may, 
the day is nigh when the bell shall toll because 
thou art dead — ^when they who love thee, if such 
there be, shall weep over thy grave. Dust unto 
dust, is the sentence against thee, and darkness and 
decomposition are the oracles of thy fate. If thou 
hast bought land to bury thy dead, thou shalt be 
laid therein ; and that which now makes thy living 
body shall become a part of the inheritance of thy 
heirs. With the substance of kings and priests, 
the rich and the brave, the noble and the bea];itiful, 
the virtuous and the godly, thou shalt fall into 
dyst, and the atoms shall unite. If this thought 
can comfort thee, thou mayest have it ; but never 
forget that thou diest, and there is no reprieve. If 
in the cold, melancholy waste of booming ocean 
thy body be thrown, thou wilt be there one of a 
mighty company of the dead, who have returned 
to the universe of matter the grains they borrowed. 
The bones of many patriarchs and chieftains, with 
common folk innumerable, lie on the shores of 
ancient oceans. Thou wilt be a unit among hosts, 
who together form the mighty army of the dead. 
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And all that breathe after thou hast drawn thy last 
sigh shall follow thee to the grave ; some dying in 
the bud, and some in the fruitless harvest of their 
lives. There will be both laughter and sorrow 
when thou art dead, and he who is glad shall die as 
well as he who mourns. All men and ages shall 
come unto thee. There may be a long series in the 
successions of beautiful infiincy and reverend age, 
but all who live shall be gathered in ; by thy side 
they shall be thrown down, and like thyself become 
dust, to be cast into beautiful and costly forms, or, 
passing through base uses, be united to other atoms 
in the formation of vile compounds.' This is what 
Nature says about death." 

" If these things be true," my companion re- 
plied, " how can we love the cruel Nature which 
has given us such a destiny, and made us misei'able 
by the anticipation of death — ^the termination of 
life in the darkness and silence of the grave ? "Why 
are not all men maddened by the apprehension? 
Why should there be the perpetuation of an intelli- 
gent race that only lives to die V* 

" Death has unmistakeably presented himself to 
you as a King of Terrors," I replied ; " but to all 
men he does not appear such a grim, unrelenting 
despot. We are all marching to the grave in an 
endless cavalcade — some over deserts, some through 
fertile countries ; and we go in companies — here 
sad, there light-hearted. But Death does not 
always strike without mercy. When he destroys 
the wicked, he brings justice to the oppressed ; 
and when the godly man sees his uplifted arm, 
he receives him as his deliverer. You think he 
wears an iron crown, and is the King of Terrors — 
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that, like an assassin, he steals into the Temple of 
Life, and destroys young and old, rich and poor, 
good and evil. The child of fortune knows that he 
will take him from the good things of this life, and 
is afi'aid. The soul defiled by unrepented crime 
trembles at his approach, for after death is the 
judgment. The pitiless miser heart, that lives to 
gather gold by extortion from the worn hand of 
industry, faints when he thinks of death, for he 
knows that the day is coming when the gods of his 
devotion will be thrown down, when the images 
will be broken. . He thinks of the time when 
other men will come into possession of his gold — 
when strangera will open his windows, light fires 
on his hearth, banquet in his hall, and squander 
what he has saved. His existence is cursed, because 
he must die. 

" But there are times when men may watch the 
doings of Death unmoved, and, knowing his irre^ 
sistible power, acknowledge the justice of his 
despotism. The care-worn who writhe under the 
grasp of the extortioner may smile when the great 
Creditor seizes their oppressor, and drags him to 
the bar of the inflexible and holy Judge. And 
will there not, they say, be laughter among the 
malign powers of the spiritual world when Time 
shakes his empty glass in the face of him who hath 
no pity. The work of Death is that of a deliverer, 
when he sets free the oppressed by smiting the 
oppressor. The despot who constrains a nation to 
do his will, and by the arms of his slaves puts 
other men in bondage, is himself conquered by 
Death ; his lofty head is brought low, and his 
proud heart is broken. The bony hand that wields 
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the unavoidable dart is the only true conqueror. 
The Alexanders and Neres of the world would 
desolate and depopulate continents, if th^ir lust 
of conquest and control were not limited by the 
power of the great Avenger. 

" By him whose destiny has been suffering — 
whose troubles have been like the waves of 
ocean, perpetually following, an unequal but con- 
stant roll of unrest — Death may be received as a 
deliverer. A man may be taught by suffering to 
say, * Would that my discharge had come, that I 
might go hence. Pain tortures my body, misfor- 
tune breaks my spirit of endurance ; why am I left 
to live in suffering and in want 1 ' With greater 
confidence this will be said when, with * a full 
assurance of faith,' and trusting in * the Lord our 
righteousness,' the suffering Christian is assured 
that for him * to live is Christ, and to die gain.' 
In such a state of mind he may desire to hear the 
invitation, ' Come up hither ; ' and hold himself 
ready to step out of the vessel of life on to the 
stormy sea that separates him from his Lord, when 
he hears the gentle words, * Be not afraid.' " 

The earnestness with which I spoke prevented 
me from observing that we were no longer alone. 
The Vicar, who had been standing behind me, 
came forward when I ceased speaking. He was a 
venerable man, and for forty years had been the 
pastor of the simple-minded people in whose church- 
yard we were sitting. During that time he had 
faithfully preached the Gospel accepted by his intel- 
lect and approved by his conscience, the Divine 
Spirit bearing witness with his spirit that he was a 
child of God. It is a blessed sight to see an aged, 
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white-haired man, well marked upon the brow, with 
smiling and contented face, waiting in peace the 
visit of the Summoner. Aa the sun sinks in soft 
evening behind the islands of the sea, leaving a 
glow upon the sky he has traversed, so the man 
of God goes to lus rest, leaving the world with 
twilight hues about the place of his setting. 

I should have been atiashed if a stranger had 
heard me when I took upon myself the office of a 
teacher in spiritual things ; but no one was ever 
reproved by the Vicar for the feeblest attempt to 
correct the errors and lessen the sorrows of a trou- 
bled spirit. His personal appearance was singularly 
impressive; his intelligence commanded respect, 
his gentleness secured love, and his reverend office 
was magnified by the sanctity of his life. Some- 
times his presence produced a consciousness of 
inferiority, but friends felt the " perfect love 
which casteth out fear." Placing one hand on my 
shoulder he pressed my hand warmly with the 
other, and so confirmed the approval of his smile. 

" Suffering, my friends," he said, " is not neces- 
sary for the entire destruction of the fear of death 
in the Chiistian's mind. During my long minis- 
terial life I have been called to many death-beds, 
and have sometimes witnessed the painful struggles 
of self-condemned spirits ; but I have also seen the 
quiet resignation of life by men who rejoiced * in 
hope of the glory to be revealed.' I do not say 
that every Christian man has departed in peace ; 
nor can I believe that the character of the death- 
bed always tests the character of the man. To 
some Christians the Lord does not so reveal himself 
as to take away fear. But to all who are faithful 
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disciples of Christ, death is the gate of heaven, and 
they who stand near the open door may obtain a 
glimpse of the exceeding glory, and feel the warmth 
of the love that is its atmosphere. But if a man 
who is sure of the future may dread death and 
tremble at the sight of the grave, what must be 
the feeling of him who has no hope — of him who 
expects to walk into darkness when he closes his 
eyes upon the sunshine of this world 1 Should not 
the fear of death be a beginning of wisdom ] " 

So saying, the Vicar seated himself by the side of 
" The Wanderer," and by careful inducements drew 
him into an unreserved convei*sation. Enticed 
from his suspicions and prevailing melancholy, he 
yielded himself to the pressure of nobler senti- 
ments, and was at last persuaded to tell the story 
of his life. By a morbid silence, and singularities 
which were in part pretentions, he had encouraged 
the foolish conjectures of the common folk, who 
speculated upon the strangeness of his habits, and 
in so doing he had deceived himself. But, throw- 
ing off his disguise, he now honestly related what 
he knew of his early life, and the history of his 
mind. There was little novelty in his story, but I 
thought it sad, for it was the experience of a man 
without hope or purpose; of one who had been 
drawn away from fellowship and mutual esteem 
by a dominant sensibility. 

THE WANDERER'S HISTORY. 

" Many of my neighbours would discredit the 
sample story of my life, if it were told to them, for 
they believe in mysteries of their own invention, 
and attribute to me powers I do not possess. There 
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has been but one important event in my life ; all 
that I have since done and felt has grown out of it. 
Just as fevers are bred by the sun from corruption, 
so the thoughts and actions of my life have been 
bom of one event, which came to me as a dream, 
and has since floated over my brain like a creation 
of madness. My earliest recollection is of death. 
I will tell you what I remember. There was a ship 
on a stagnant sea, and the fiery sun in blistering 
heat poured its scorching rays upon the bright 
unruffled surface. The ship was motionless and 
floated on an ocean of glittering light ; the air was 
dry, and parched the feverish skin. Morning passed 
and evening came, but not a ripple on the festering 
water ; no ocean music upon the ship-side, no 
moaning of restless airs in the cordage, nor anywhere 
the feeble voices which mysteriously greet the sailor's 
ear when the ship sails well. On the sea there 
was silence; in the ship there was fear. Kough 
and bold men, who faced the storm and laughed at 
danger, spoke in whispers. As if anchored by in- 
visible hands, the ship remained day after day 
without change — the same blistering sun, the same 
motionless air, the same rotting sea, and, more 
strange, the same inflated bladders of weed floated 
unmoved around us. 

" On the third day after the ship was becalmed, 
my father sickened, and within a few hours he 
died. His fresh, fair, ruddy countenance became 
black in death. With unseemly, but necessary 
speed, the sailors laid out the fever-scorched body, 
and carried it to the ship's side. Many a frightened 
man stood there, and I was the bravest in a crowd 
of cowards. It was then that I listened for the 
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first time to the Burial Service. While the chap- 
lain read, the plank upon which the corpse had 
been placed was suddenly raised, and the dead, dis- 
figured body of my father slid from beneath the 
sailor's pall into the motionless sea. Drowsy waves 
closed into the opened waters ; then all was stilJ, 
and the unruffled surface threw back like a mirror 
the glaring rays of the vertical sun. 

"Another day came; and my mother sickened 
of the same malignant fever, and also in a few 
hours died. Again I stood by the chaplain — 
again I heard the words, *We commit this body 
to the deep, to be turned into corruption, looking 
for the resurrection of the bodv when the sea shall 
give up her dead.' The water opened, and the 
body of my mother sank in the ocean. "With 
amazed, half-conscious surprise I listened to the 
words, ' I heard a voice from heaven, saying to me. 
Write, From henceforth blessed are the dead who 
die in the Lord : even so saith the Spirit, for they 
rest from their labours.' When the service was 
ended the sailors sheltered themselves as they best 
could from the intense heat ; but they looked on me 
with compassion. Speechless and tearless, in horror 
and unconscious amazement, I stood motionless by 
the bulwarks, looking into the voracious ocean 
which had in a few hours become the sepulchre of 
my father and mother. The sun went down in 
thick and threatening cloud, and a gentle sigh 
was heard in the cordage. Then the ship moved, 
and a gentle hand led me unresisting to the cabin. 
Overwhelmed by trouble, child as I was, I became 
imconscious ; and I have now no recollection of 
the time which passed between the death of my 
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parents and the arrival of the ship in England. 
She who watched over me during my illness after- 
wards adopted me. 

" How the generous woman who thoughtfully 
and constantly attended me during my illness took 
me to her home when the ship arrived, educated me, 
and saved my little patrimony by the expenditure 
of her own income— how I stood by her grave 
many years ago — and how I have since visited with, 
heavy heart the green turf that covers it — I need 
not tell. From the day on which I first wandered 
into an English churchyard I have been a constant 
visitor to the homes of the dead. My memory is 
the register of many sad tales. I have seen 
broken-hearted men and women weeping by the 
grave side, because they loved and their love-knots 
were cut asunder; and I have seen hard-hearted 
men mourning decorously, when they were guessing 
now much they would gain by the death they 
appeared to deplore. I have heard a thousand 
tunes that ' a man hath but a short time to live, 
and is full of trouble,' and a thousand times I have 
prayed * deliver me not into the bitter pains of 
eternal death, and suffer me not, at my last hour, 
for any pains of death, to fall from Thee.' But in 
spite of all I have seen and thought, the grave is 
darkness when I look into it, and Death is, as you 
say, my King of Terrors. I need not ask of Death, 
'Where is thy sting T nor of the grave, 'Where is 
thy victory]' I acknowledge the irresistible power 
of my enemies." 

The tale was ended, and he who told it was 
terrified by his boldness when he ceased to hear the* 
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sound of his voice. So the Yicar renewed the 
conversation, to restore his confidence ; and, know- 
ing my destination, sent me away with blessings 
and kind wishes. Then I pursued my journey ; 
thoughtful, not sad, and more disposed to hope in 
the future than to mourn over the past. 

The descent from the upland village churchyard 
to the rich valley where my journey would ter- 
minate was rugged and steep ; but I walked on 
boldly and cheerfully, in converse with the solemn 
thoughts and happy anticipations suggested by my 
conversation with "The Wanderer." Looking down 
upon the tree tops of an extensive forest, covering 
the lower slopes of the hill, I saw them gently 
waving to the wind, and thought of the palm 
branches in the hands of the children of Israel, 
when, on the road to Jerusalem, they shouted 
"Hosanna to the Son of David: Blessed is he 
who Cometh in the name of the Lord ; Hosannah 
in the highest!" Looking further into the deep 
glens, each with its sparkling stream, like an almost 
continuous broad band of white light, I thought of 
the " river that maketh glad the city of our God." 

What wonder if men feel themselves freer and 
prouder when they look in uninterrupted vision 
from mountaiu tops to the unclouded sky, and 
compare the grand elevation of their position 
with the mean depression of the valleys in which 
are the haunts and dwelling-places of mankind? 
This feeling had a strong influence upon me when, 
though standing among fields and woods, and walk- 
ing in a path formed by the tramp of man, I looked 
with glad recognition and love upon distant 
objects too grand to be beautiful. I could see 
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beetling cliffs and jutting crags, where the eye 
quivers and the head is giddy ; and beneath them 
valleys encumbered with huge masses of upturned 
rocks and boulders half buried by the drift of 
old dried -up rivers and oceans, worn and wea- 
thered by time and grey with rough weather. The 
might and majesty of the Creator were thus taught 
by scenes with which I was familiar, and under 
their influence the impulse to adoration controlled 
me like an instinct, and the attitude of worship 
became proper to the place and hour. 

As I entered the border- land of underwood 
skirting the forest, I was received by a full concert 
of sweet singei-s. The lark, as ever, was first, and 
rose from the tall grass in full voice, lavish of her 
song, modulating and prolonging the resounding 
notes, as if fitful breezes were playing upon the 
treble pipes of tiny reeds in the wilderness of un- 
studied minstrelsy. Every bush and tree had 
songsters, and all were melodious, save one, who 
flew from place to place like an uneasy conscience, 
' and vented his ill-humour from tree top in a pecu- 
liarly tremulous and monotonous noise, broken at 
intervals by a melancholy note. But the willow 
wren did his best, like a confiding soul near a 
prophet of evil, to fill the ear with his pleasant 
song, that none might be made unhappy by the 
ill-omened strain of his discordant relative. As a 
mountain stream goes merrily along among the 
moss-covered stones, so the lively willow bird 
poured forth his joyful flourish of descending 
notes. The redbreast dropped into the pathway, 
not at all afraid, and hailed me with his homely 
ditty. Xhe chaffinch, somewhat less bold but not 
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less musical, flew from a thick bush on my right ; 
while from one on the left the mavis with so- 
norous voice warbled his melody. 

It was the Sabbath, and there was no danger to 
the little songsters from the murderous gun; but 
the rude hand of the farmer's idle boy might rifle 
their nests, and they had dangerous enemies in the 
hedge and the coppice. As they flew hither and 
thither, full of life and enjoyment, I wished them 
well, and an escape from all their foes. The time 
was when I followed the birds over hill and dale, 
into their pleasant places, where they twittered on 
boughs and rejoined their companions in bush or 
brake, and my attachment to them remained. I 
acknowledged the truth and beauty of the words 
of the " Aicient Mariner :" — 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things, both sreat and small; 
For the dear Goa who loveth us, 
He made both great and small.- 

A few steps frirther I passed a little bustling 
stream. It was an old acquaintance. I had often 
followed it to its spring, where it bursts into life 
between two masses of old grey weathered rock, 
imder a canopy of ferns and flowers. And I had 
also traced it along its winding course, step by step, 
through the woods and round rocky cliffs, to its 
junction with the river that flows so prettily 
through the principal valley. Many a bright 
flower have I gathered on its bank, when sitting 
quietly to watch the thirsty fly-catching warblers 
sporting in the little nooks formed by winter 
floods. The feeble sounds of a distant water- 
fall still harmonized with the gurgling noise of a 
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hasty, bustling brook flowing over loose stones. 
I had often quenched my thirst with the cool, 
limpid waters of that little stream, when I was, 
like it, a careless, singing wanderer, rejoicing 
in my liberty and waywardness. It remained 
the same after the lapse of years, but I was 
changed, though I had not lost my love of 
unfettered life and freedom in untrained nature. 
This thought suggested a comparison of the rapid 
rise and fall of human life, with the permanence 
of all the marked objects of natural scenery when 
untouched by man. And thus I might have been 
led back tb some well-meant homily about the 
vanity of life and the unimportance of selfish pur- 
suits and ambitions, but I caught sight of the 
cottage to which I was travelling, and, with a 
handful of gay, fragrant flowers, sprang over the 
stream and hastened forward. 

The modest dwelling stands upon a natural plat- 
form above the valley, at the base of the hill, by 
which it is sheltered from the east wind. It is a 
pleasant-looking homestead, with little, modesty 
well-to-do gables and porticoes. To me it was 
always pleasant, for it was the scene of the hap- 
piest memories of my youth, and the nearer I came 
to it the more irresistible was the home feeling it 
excited. Every nook was as well remembered as 
the blots I made in the family Bible when writing 
school exercises on Scripture history and scandalous 
caricatures of disquisitions upon Christian dogmas. 
So I quickened my pace, but my footfall had been 
heard before I entered the gate. A little girl, as 
beautiful as a rose when blushing with the kisses 
of morning sun, ran with open arms down the 
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broad garden path into the road, and, throwing her 
chubby arms round my neck, pressed again and 
again, in transports of joy, her ruddy lips upon my 
cheeks. Just as all loveable children talk to the 
men in whom they have confidence, that little girl 
chattered to me, and for every kind word paid me 
liberally in kisses, and looks of arch intelligence 
in eyej^ as bright as dewdrops, fondly caressing me 
with dimpled hands. Did ever man have a more 
holy welcome than was mine on that Sabbath 
morning? 

At the gate we were met by her whose love was 
the source of our happiness. The reception she 
gave me was less rapturous, not less heartfelt and 
sincere. But the little enthusiast was dissatisfied, 
for she understood no other expression of love than 
that in which she had greeted me. But I knew 
too well the depth and living freshness of the pure 
mind of my wife to expect or desire such a display 
of affection as was natural and truthful in our 
child. But if one nestled in my bosom, the other 
did not reject the arm I threw around her — the 
accepted pledge of support and endearment. Thus 
we passed together through the porch into the pre- 
sence of the aged pair who owned and occupied 
the pleasant cottage. 

My morning walk had suggested many thoughts 
which lost nothing of their importance from the 
subsequent events of the day. I left the great 
city at sunrise, with a painful consciousness of its 
vice and misery, its intense selfishness, suffering, 
and degradation. Disgusted by my knowledge of 
the moral and social condition of a large popular 
tion, and my belief in a time coming as dark as 
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the time being, I sought to raise mj estimate of 
my countrymen by a change of place, hoping to 
find fewer proofs of vice, and more frequent exhi- 
bitions of noble qualities in rustic societies. I 
was in the condition of a voyager who believes he 
shall escape sorrow and obtain happiness when, 
ceasing to expose himself to the danger of a stormy 
sea, he returns to his country home. Kural life 
presented itself to me as a retreat from the tur- 
moil and strife of commercial pursuits, and I anti- 
cipated scenes adapted to support pure and high- 
toned pleasures. I did not reflect that an idle or 
unthinking existence cannot satisfy the wants of the 
soul — ^that the imrest of the present life cannot be 
recompensed by anything less than a certainty of a 
reformed and peaceful future. 

Day has ever been spoken of as a type of human 
life. It begins in beauty and hope, it culminates 
in manly strength and sovereignty, and it sets, 
sometimes in an uncertain cloudiness of faith and 
intellect, sometimes in the uncurtained glory of 
high spiritual anticipations, assured by Divine pro- 
mise. Nor would it be doing violence to the 
history of a spiritual life to compare it to a Sab- 
bath-day journey. The early morning walk and 
its incidents may represent the aws^ening and 
early progress of the soul, the first conscious con- 
dition of life, which, in all noble natures, begins 
and ends in the struggle of love with selfishness. 
As soon as a man breathes the pure, untainted 
atmosphere into which he is bom, he begins his 
journey as the child of light and day. His way 
may be peiilous or pleasant, and many accidents 
may befal him, but he must complete his hours of 
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Christian work and travel. The day closes in a 
review of the past, and a survey of the future ; in 
honest attempts to resolve the conditions of the 
spirit world, and to realize that hope which is the 
support of the soul in times of trial and doubt. 
Every Sabbath day may be thus made to represent 
an individual Christian life. 

Scripture history is full of the records of re- 
markable Sabbath-days. But of all Sabbaths, the 
one which, following the day of the death of 
Christ, closed the great economy of religious truth 
given specially to the Jews, and the one which 
witnessed the resurrection of the Lord — who thus 
gave God's approval of and seal to the covenant of 
love with all the races of man — were, and ever will 
be, the most remarkable in history. When the 
people came on the last Mosaic Sabbath into the 
Temple where Christ had so recently taught. He, 
the King of Zion and Prince of Peace, the" ex- 
pected but disowned Saviour, the dishonoured 
Messiah, was lying pierced and thorn-crowned in 
the new stone sepulchre of Joseph of Arimathea. 
There were trembling and anxious hearts in Jeru- 
salem on that Sabbath-day. The High Priest 
was there ; and he, remembering what had been 
done and said on Calvary, looked with amazement 
and fear at the torn veil of the Temple, and asked 
himself. Was that man the Son of Grod ? Teachers, 
and commentators, and priests of every degree, 
were there ; and they spake one to the other about 
Him who had been crucified, and the curse they 
had, in the excess of their zeal, invoked — "His 
blood be upon us and our children.*' A crowd of 
common folk gathered round them, listening to the 
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words of their teachers ; and among them were the 
witnesses and executioners, and the people who 
chose Barabbas instead of Jesus in Pilate's Judg- 
ment Hall, and saw the writhing form of the con- 
demned Teacher on Calvary. Fear had checked 
the rage of their cruel zeal when the earth was 
shaken and the sun was darkened, nor had the. 
morning light and Temple services re-assured them. 
Others, less wilful and vicious, brooded over the 
events of the past day, and ' were troubled by the 
prediction of the rejected King of the Jews, 
" Jerusalem shall be trodden down of the Gentiles, 
until the times of the Gentiles shall be fulfilled." 

There were also in Jerusalem on that Sabbath- 
day men who had been the companions, and were 
the devoted though fearful disciples, of the crucified 
Jesus, still believing " that it was He who should 
have redeemed Israel." The events which had 
afficted them, and tarnished their faith, had proved 
His prophetic character, for He had told them be- 
forehand what death He should die. But how- 
could He, who had been delivered into the hands 
of cruel men, who had " made His grave with the 
wicked and with the rich in His death,'* be the 
Hope, the Deliverer, the King of Israeli They 
had heard Him charged with blasphemy by feJse 
witnesses and bigoted priests ; they had heard Him 
condemned by a judge who disbelieved His ac- 
cusers and pronounced Him guiltless ; they had 
seen Him die on the cross, when He had ex- 
claimed, ** It is finished ! " and they knew " where 
they had laid Him." Was it thus that the Saviour 
of Israel should complete "the work his Father 
had given Him to do !" The events of the last 
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few hoTirs were enougli to weaken faith and streng- 
then doubt ; but hope enough remained to support 
a trembling confidence that He would rise from 
the dead, although they were " slow of heart to be- 
lieve all that the prophets had spoken." John the 
beloved was in Jerusalem with Mary the mother 
of his Friend and Master, and when he spoke 
words of comfort to her, he did not forget what the 
Lord himself had said about His death and resur- 
rection, " The Son of Man is delivered into the 
hands of men, and they shall kill Him ; and after 
that He is killed He shall rise the third day." Peter 
also was there, and with shame he remembered 
how, in spite of protested devotion, the disciples 
had forsaken Him and fied, and he had " denied 
Him thrice." How much less could Mary His 
mother, who had pondered in her heart all things 
concerning Him, forget the testimony of John the 
Baptist, " Behold the Lamb of God, who taketh 
away the sins of the world ; " or the infinitely 
higher Divine declaration of His character, " This 
is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased." 
She could not doubt His Divine mission and the 
completion of the redemption of Israel. 

The disciples stood on that last Jewish Sabbath, 
though they knew it not, between the two cove- 
nants. The covenant of Works, fulfilled and can- 
celled on the Saviour's cross, was buried in His 
sepulchre. The covenant of Grace waited His re- 
surrection for its completion, and the descent of the 
Holy Spirit as the Divine witness to its ratification. 
The disciples had seen the condemnation and death 
of their Lord, and they could not understand how 
the kingdom of which he had often spoken could 
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be established. They did not doubt the promises 
made by their Master, but they feared to express 
their confidence, and so much the more as the hour 
approached that was to give certainty to their 
hope. The redemption of the world was drawing 
nigh, and they believed it ; but they were terrified 
by a recollection of the scenes they had witnessed, 
and ashamed of the cowardice with which they 
had forsaken their Lord in the hour of danger. 

The sun went down in clouds of doubt and fear 
on the last Sabbath under the Law; it rose in 
brightness and glory on the morning of the first 
day. Never was it so true, that though " weeping 
may last for a night, joy cometh in the morning." 
The night of the last Sabbath passed like the 
doubts of the disciples; the morning of the first 
day brought the fulfilment of all that had been 
promised. As the birth of the Saviour had been 
announced by angels in the prophetic declaration, 
"Peace on earth, good will to man," it was well that 
His resurrection should be declared by the same 
spiritual messengers in words of perfect assurance, 
'^ Fear not ! He has risen, as he said." 
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CHAPTER II. 

A HOUSE OF BEST. 

In the house of rest where I was received after my 
Sabbath-day morning walk dwelt an aged pair, to 
whom my readers must be introduced. 

At a glance you would have seen enough of the 
lady who was mistress of the house to understand 
her character thoroughly. Had you looked into 
her beautiful eyes — and beautifiil they were, though 
the sight was dim — ^you would have loved her, if 
you supremely love your mother. Good women 
have a wonderful similarity in mind and manner. 
I never saw one who did not in some custom, habit, 
or personal qualification remind me of the little 
lady I believe to be the type of all that is excellent 
in woman. And it is strange if she who presided 
quietly and anxiously over that household did not 
resemble in some high moral quality or personal 
grace one you would not for worlds forget. 

Never did loving wife take upon herself the 
husband's vow more completely, without limit in 
time or circumstance; never did one more gene- 
rously succour and sustain, in sickness and in 
health, the man to whom she had pledged faith 
and obedience. All she did had its beginning in 
some motive connected with her husband ; but 
when her sense of duty and affection to him per- 
sonally was satisfied, every restraint to the indul- 
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gence of her benevolent sentiments was withdrawn, 
and her acts gave the best practical exposition of 
her character. She had no need to ask, "Why 
callest thou me good ?" if goodness consist in kind- 
ness and self-sacrifice. But her quiet, noiseless 
step, her gentle encouraging voice, her unobtrusive 
assistance, her readiness for any service of love and 
mercy, were scarcely more evident to observers, 
than her rapid perception, and almost prophetic 
power of reading the chai^Bwter and conditions of 
those who came within her influence. In her pre- 
sence deceit could not remain, and reticence and 
reserve learned confidence. To know seemed to be 
as intuitive as to do, for her knowledge grew out 
of her sympathy, and her activity was the con- 
sequence of her affection. If her portrait were 
to be drawn, I should say : Err as you may in 
feature and form, remember that she was pre- 
eminently a lady : self-possessed, not haughty ; 
diffident, not undecided ; full of grace and affec- 
tion, but cautious of speech and manner. Her 
voice was soft and musical, her dress was neat, not 
peculiar, and " all her paths were peace." 

This kind and motherly heart mated with a 
man of inflexible principle; generous, intelligent^ 
religious, but severe in his decisions, and consciously 
dogmatic. Contemplative by nature, and disposed 
to take a sombre view of human character, he 
accepted the Puritan doctrines as justly explaining 
man's present condition and future being. In 
this system of theology, life is represented, in its 
beginning and progress, as a vanity and vice, and 
suffering is anticipated as its fit termination. Con- 
sistently with its teaching, he believed himself to be 
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incladed in an universal denunciation, condemning 
all creatures to labour, anxiety, pain, and death, 
present and future. Under the influence of these 
doctrines, he professed a strong sympathy with men 
universally, as companions in guilt, sentenced by 
the law to the same deserved punishment. The 
self-esteem of this proud old man — for he was 
proud, in spite of his belief in the doctrine of 
universal sinfulness, and consistently with the ad- 
mission of an election to a divine life — was not 
offended by the theoretic abasement he assumed 
when he spoke of Himself as included in the 
common denunciation of his race ; for he be- 
lieved himself to be a wicked member of a 
wicked community, or, to use his own descriptive 
phrase, one of the fallen sons of Adam. This 
complacent acknowledgment of sinfulness derived 
from humanity was, in his theory, the thread 
of connexion between him and his species. The 
difference between him and other men, of which he 
was not unconscious, he attributed to the special 
mercy of God — an election made by infinite wisdom 
and love in his favour. A cynic, who had not his 
virtue, nor his spirit of conscientious self-examina- 
tion, once charged him with pride in comparing his 
little delinquencies with the great sins of people 
out of his communion, and therefore out of grace. 
But he was not the man to apologize for small 
Bins ; and although there may have been sufficient 
spiritual pride in assuming that God made an 
election in his favour, there was at least an acknow- 
ledgment of insufficient personal worth, which may 
possibly have justified the severity with which he 
denounced the sins of those who do not give the 
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assumed evidences of salvation by the fi-ee grace of 
God. 

In spite of this man's strong faith, he indulged 
too willingly a morbid apprehension of, and out- 
looking for, some undefined future trouble and 
suffering ; for, although his disposition was by 
nature cheerful, he was by education, as well as 
temperament, solemn. His mind had capacity and 
culture, and his good judgment and large experi- 
ence were valued and sought by men who were 
opposed to what they called the narrow sectarianism 
of his religious opinions. In society he was often 
silent, melancholy, or thoughtful, but never with a 
trace of moroseness. When these fits of abstrac- 
tion seized him — whether in his fisimily or among 
Mends — the voice of his wife or daughter, and 
more perfectly, the fondling ways of his grandchild, 
quickly roused him. A passing thought had the 
same effect at home, when it controlled the domi- 
nant authority of memory, and set him free to 
follow the habits of his leisure and the active 
pursuits of his country life. Not less surely was 
he roused from fits of despondence, and directed to 
profitable thought and activity, by an appeal to his 
sympathy — a tale of sorrow or wrong — ^when his 
benevolence was not suspended or thwarted by a 
belief that the sufferings of individuals or com- 
munities were the consequences of their sins. He 
was not the only man of his class willing to uplift 
a moral deformity, when sanctioned by an accepted 
sectarianism, and worship it. But whatever may 
have been the defects of his theology, the perfect 
freedom from selfishness in his active benevolence 
was all the more virtuous in itself, and more per- 
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ceptible to others, because lie assumed, as an un- 
deniable dogma, that ingratitude is the only return 
to be expected for a generous action. If he ever 
hesitated to serve a friend, it was only while he 
feared to lose love by the act. He never re- 
fused to give the assistance required, and it was 
not possible for him to abandon the person or 
interest he had undertaken to serve. To obtain 
such a helper, those to whom his manners ap- 
peared distant, and disagreeably cold, importuned 
him for help. 

The conscientiousness of his character was known 
to all men. It satisfied me at a time when his 
peculiarities of thought and faith had too much 
influence in my estimate of his religious life. I 
shall not forget an event which happened on the 
first Christmas-eve after my mariiage with his 
daughter, for it raised him far above what I then 
considered the prejudices of his party. In cheerful 
conversation we were seated round a blazing wood- 
fire in his comfortable drawing - room. Out of 
doors the air was cold, and flakes of white- winged 
snow flew here and there through a dusky sky. A 
crisp, tight, grasping frost had laid hold of field 
and flood, and the earth rang, under the tread of 
man, Christmas chimes to thankful hearts and 
listening ears. Bub no one regretted the cold 
weather, the ice-covered ponds and frost-bound 
land. There was poverty in the valleys, but no 
want, with perhaps one exception, and to him 
winter was less unkind than his ancient friends. 
Fuel was abundant, and they who could work 
found a demand for their labour. A change, too, 
as sudden as Christmas is bountiful, had come 
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over the country, for the sharp, cheerful frost had 
followed a damp, unwholesome fog, which for 
many days had driven along the low grounds, 
and hidden the base as well as the summit of 
the hills. The fine weather, like a cheerful com- 
panion, had put people in good humour, and with 
pleasant anticipations they prepared for the annual 
festivities. Our kind-hearted sire was on the fol- 
lowing day to entertain a large party of aged^ 
rustics, and we had all striven to take some 
appropriate part in the labour of preparation. 
With that pleasant weariness which is the result of 
work for the benefit and amusement of others, we 
gathered round the study fire. But the Squire, as 
he was called, was not at ease. His daughter, who 
saw every shadow that passed over his mind, de- 
tected the cause. A merchant, once rich, now poor, 
lived in the village. He was without friends, and 
therefore without credit. Everyone knew that he 
was sufiering ; how much was not known, for the 
honest men of his class are as anxious to hide their 
poverty as sufierers of lower degree are to exhibit 
their wants. It was not the custom of my host to 
neglect men for their poverty sake. He did not, 
like some vicious animals, turn upon those of his 
kind who are sick and near unto death. But he 
was under the influence of a theory — ^not the less 
cruel because it is called Christian — ^which speaks 
of human sympathy and help as the indirect in- 
fluence, not the necessity, of the Divine teaching. 
I do not say that he would, like some pseudo- 
Christian communities, have denied a possible re- 
ligious character to men who had not made the 
best of both worlds, but he attributed failure to 



A HOUSE OP REST. 57 

sin, and not to that time and change called misfor- 
tune. I once reminded my friend that a competent 
judge of human affairs said, " The race is not to 
the swiffc, nor the battle to the strong ; but time 
and chance happeneth to all men ;" and that the 
Lord, who was not only poor and afllicted, but was 
the friend of publicans and sinners, perceived a 
difficulty in the entrance of a rich man into the 
Kingdom of Heaven. But the old man's theory 
of life was unshaken, and the impoverished mer- 
chant was neglected. Under the genial and Chris- 
tian influence of the season, however, and the 
gentle prompting of his daughter, this heathenish, 
unintelligent, and almost brutal dogma broke 
down, and he left his own warm fireside to visit 
the WTisuccessful merchant. That night he planted 
a friendship which afterwards rooted itself firmly 
in his affections, and spread its branches over his 
remaining life, for the Lord watered it and made 
it to grow. 

A man of sixty-five does not necessarily show 
damaging marks of his conflict with time, but his 
hair is gi*ey, his step uncertain, his sight distant, 
and his strength abated. If he be a man 
of any quality not physical, he thinks earnestly 
of the issues of being, and is as much occu- 
pied by a retrospect of the past as by an anticipa- 
tion of the future. The pulse of his animal life 
beats slower and less firmly — not the pulse of his 
soul. A recollection of disappointed hopes and 
many soitows gives a quiet and subdued colour to 
his vision of the narrowing terrestrial future. He 
gets daily nearer views of the valley he is entering, 
and on the border of which he walks. He hears 
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the noise of the flood in the distance, and sees the 
deep waters through which he must pass. The 
valley, as he knows, is the Valley of the Shadow 
of Death, and the waters are die rivers of life 
flowing into the ocean of infinity. But he is most 
troubled by the consciousness that he is leaving 
behind him all he loved and laboured for ; that he 
will soon have no part in all that is done under 
the sun ; and that, whether mourning last for one 
day or seven, he will soon be as unknown to every 
child of man as if he had never been bom. 

My friend was graced by his age both in body 
and mind. His grey hair hung in shaggy locks 
round his broad and massive forehead, his com- 
plexion was ruddy, his figure slightly bent. Ro- 
bust, though not without some weakness, his exer- 
cise was vigorous, and he retained a strength of 
arm and force of natural courage scarcely weakened 
by years. He had spent an active, thoughtful life, 
and having passed safely through many dangers, 
and much perplexity of mind, gratitude was rightly 
the prevailing sentiment of his soul. But he was 
a devout man, given to prayer. Prayer was his 
habit ; " he kneeled upon his knees every day, and 
prayed and gave thanks before his God." He felt 
his dependence, and expressed it ; he wanted 
Divine help, and asked for it ; and as he believed 
he should receive if he did not ask amiss, his faith 
was accounted to him for righteousness. It was 
no part of this man's purpose, when bending the 
knee before Him " in whom there is no variable- 
ness nor the shadow of turning," to divert God 
from His purpose. He did not expect the Al- 
mighty to abandon the execution of His determi- 
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nations, to change the times and seasons, or ap- 
prove and direct some grand deviation of natural 
processes, for his individual benefit. He did not 
expect, as the result of prayer, immediate relief 
from temporary embarrassment, certain escape from 
anticipated evils, speedy attainment of all his 
desires. But a confiding child never looked to his 
father with a greater certainty of being answered 
in love and according to wisdom, than this old man 
when he made supplication to his God. The 
words of the Lord conveyed to him a great spiritual 
truth, " Ask, and it shall be given you ; seek, and 
ye shall find ; knock, and it shall be opened unto 
you." 

It was not weakness, in the sense of intellectual 
or physical imbecility, that caused this man to seek 
Divine assistance. Nor was it simply a desire for 
support in his daily work of carrying manfully the 
burden of his soul. He made confession of his 
wants and sorrows, for he felt the necessity of se- 
curing the benefits of Divine sympathy and love ; 
but there was also such a longing in his heart for 
spiritual union with the source of all goodness and 
truth, that to be absent was a distress. He went 
to his heavenly Father as well as his loving Master. 
When no mortal hand could aid, when no effective 
human sympathy could be invoked, when none but 
the Heart-searcher could know his unconfessed 
sorrows, he prayed. He prayed for pardon, guid- 
ance, help, calmness of judgment, and peace of 
mind. In the time of necessity, he asked and re- 
ceived ; and when he possessed all such a man 
could desire in this world, and a hope for the future, 
Ids prayers continued to be the image of his soul, 
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and were as much the evidences of his mental peace 
and iilLil love ns tlicj were in times past of his 
disquietude and doubt. 

Ho knew well enough the folly of estimating the 
usefulness and necessity of prayer by considerations 
founded on the assumptions of natural science. 
Physical causes originate phyirical effects, and there 
may be an apparent reason in the assumption that 
int<^i-ference with natural agency in answer to 
prayer Ls inconsistent with the Divine government 
of tiie world by law. But what has a man to do 
with natural laws, or the physics of the Schools, 
when he comes with his pi'.titions before the Lord 
his God ? Is there no correspondence between 
thin{(3 natural and things sjuritual 1 The present 
world exists because it is in relation to the more 
real world of spiribi. The laws of one are physical 
and known — the laws of the other are spiritual 
and unknown. The relation of one to the 
other, so distinctly ]^rceived, is the subject of 
man's perplex e<l and troubled research. How Qod 
aTiswers pi^ayer when the supplication apparently 
involves a control over natural agencies, who can 
tell i We know that sj)irit governs matter, and 
by self-control suspends physiciil foix^ ; more than 
that, we do not know. Tlie Lord hath said that 
tli(? weakest faith overcomes the strongest physical 
power. 

'J^he men who, by too great a reliance upon their 
knowledge of physical law, think prayer unavail- 
ing when, in their judgment, the answer involves 
effects not anticipated in the ordinary operations of 
natural agencies, assume a completeness of know- 
ledge they do not pos.«ess, and think more highly 
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of themselves than they ought to think. Bat even 
such men admit the usefulness and necessity of 
prayer when spiritual gifts are desired. No inter- 
course is so perfect as that of a just man with 
the Father of Spirits. When man turns himself 
from evil, he remembers that the Lord is good, and 
he is drawn towards Him as the source of all he 
desires to be. The natural as well as the spiritual 
conditions surrounding such a mind, whether its 
home be a hut or a palace, are then made by the 
Lord active in the production of the highest pos- 
sible good, the purification of human nature by 
Divine love, and the introduction of the soul into 
a state which is the beginning of perfect and 
eternal happiness. This intercourse with the 
Source of truth and divine affection is as neces- 
saty to the existence of a regenerated spirit aa air 
to human vitality. The Lord expressed this when 
He said, " I am in my Father, and ye in me, and 
I in you." 

Li the house of the man whose visitor I was, 
the Sabbath was like a pause in a conflict — a 
period of rest and enjoyment in the midst of a 
great work, and during a suspension of danger. 
I felt as if I had come within a new and inner 
circle of spiritual life ; as if I had been listening 
to celestial voices, and in one of the many man-^ 
sions had heard the daily song, " Holy ! holy ! 
holy ! Lord God Almighty." As a dissonance pro- 
pagates itself when it breaks a great harmony, so at 
Budi times the rude sounds of every-day life dis- 
turbed the repose of the spirit. In an unusual 
degree my feelings were thus affected on the morn- 
ing of my Sabbath-day journey, and I desired the 
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quiet and retirement by which we seek to sustain 
an elevation of mind. Wandering alone in the 
least frequented part of the garden, I gave audience 
to the solemnities which had gathered around me. 
The ticene, I thought, was adapted to retain and 
strengthen such impressions, for the order and 
beauty, the colours and fragrance of nature, are 
silent teachers of love, delivering their message in 
the gentle admonition, " Oh, ye of little faith ! " 

But such states of mind are not permanent. 
The natural beauties which might be supposed to 
sustain them weaken their intensity by diverting 
the imagination. So I sought the shelter of a 
pleasant summer-house, shaded by evergreens and 
covered with climbing plants. A rich green foliage 
of many tints almost hid it from sight, and blossoms 
of every form and colour filled the air with per- 
fumes. The bees with heavy flight and busy me- 
chanical drone entered the little honey stores, 
secreted by fragrant plants for the special use of 
their indisiensable friends ; the streak; fresh fit>m 
the mountain spring, rippled along its stony bed 
with a sleepy sound, and the birds sang their native 
ditties in soft intermittent catches. All nature, in 
truth, was passing from its early enthusiastic burst 
of magnifying song into the subdued tones of ample 
enjoyment and the grateful quietude of repose. 
Thus earth opened its bosom to receive with fall 
and perfect satisfaction the sweet influences de- 
scending from high heaven, waiting the approach 
of evening to again excite a melodious service 
of thanksgiving. To this influence I might have 
yielded, for the place was one where a sub* 
dued mind could dream in luxurious idleness, had 
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I not been found by my wife and child. Was it 
strange that we should there sit hand in hand, with 
the child near ds, encouraging memory to enjoy 
the honey of the past, while imagination went forth 
to provide new stores 1 

From the summer-house we looked upon a hill 
rising abruptly from the valley. Upon the brow 
of that hill the church was built in view of all the 
hamlets in the valley, and on the green sward was 
pencilled the winding time-honoured road to the 
house of God, and the burial-place of many gene- 
rations of worn-out humanity. The church and its 
well-trod pathway reminded us of the coming Sab- 
bath services, and the river was, what all rivers 
have been to men of every race, a symbol of life. 
On the mountain side it was an impetuous torrent, 
struggling for supremacy and overcoming impedi- 
ments; in the valley it was full, flowing, and 
strong, but it will be consumed by summer heats, 
and become a shallow and feeble stream, trickling 
along pebbled beds, with scarcely force enough to 
carry it forward to the great ocean shore. We 
saw creatures, animate but inarticulate, rejoicing in 
their lives and li^-ing in the laws of their Creator, 
and we understood the greatness and grandeur of 
the Christian duty of giving thanks, for the refined 
enjoyment of intellectual powers, the opportunities 
for active benevolence, and for that spiritual in- 
tercourse which we often have with the heaven- 
bom sons of God who minister for the heirs of 
salvation. 

It was the habit of the old man whose guest I 
was to use the leisure hours of his Sabbath in visit- 
ing infirm, afflicted, or troubled neighbours, and I 
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was always his companion when sojourning with 
him. On the Sabbath-day of which I am the local 
historian he sought me where I was most com- 
monly found on such occasions. The child saw 
him as he approached, and ran from between my 
knees to lead him to us. As they walked together 
hand in hand, we could but mark the contrast be- 
tween his manly, noble, and powerful figure, 
though slightly bent by age, and her delicate 
and graceful form. She was like a green lithesome 
twig ; he like the brown sturdy branch on which it 
grew : she gave us joy with the promise of a beau- 
tiful blossoming; he bore the rich ripe fruit of 
autumn. The child knew our journey and mission 
— ^the pasture fields and village stream, the nursery 
grounds and the cottage garden»— and true to the 
pure love of infimcy for natural objects, an amiable 
passion which lingers in the heart when the blight- 
ing influence of the world has destroyed every 
other — ^askcd permission to walk with us. My in- 
tercession was successful, and her grandfather, who 
had silently pleaded for her, was as pleased as the 
child when her mother, with many cautions, gave 
her consent. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SPEAK, LORD, FOR THY SERVANT HEARETH. 

With the old man and little child I left my retreat 
in the garden, aod in a few minutes we three were 
walking slowly through the fields and under the 
hedge-rows. The freshness of morning was still on 
the pert leaves and gaudy blossoms of the flowering 
plants, though the sun had gathered up the dew, 
and the pleasant breeze was mounting towards the 
hill-tops, or crouching in caves under sheltering 
rocks. But the little one ran hither and thither, 
prattling about birds and flowers, feeling in the 
intensity of her enjoyment how much her little 
heart was in harmony with everything that was 
innocent and fair. Like a queen in the grace and 
benignity of her smiles, she moved through a king- 
dom in which she had, with the virtuous of her 
race, a right of dominion by Divine gift. Sweet 
voices from a thousand tiny throats greeted her, and 
delicate and graceful forms did her homage. She 
spoke to them, and gave praise to the fragrance of 
the violet and clover, to the colours of the colum- 
bine and campanella, and to the timid modesty of 
the flowers which hid behind the luxuriance of 
the rank foliage upon bank and brae, and under 
the western slopes of hedge-rows. When a flower 
of rare beauty attracted her, she gave it a place 
in her bosom. Her heart was in love for all the 
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creatures over which she had power. So, while we, 
her sires, walked forward in earnest conversation, 
wondering much what may be the high destinies of 
this world in relation to the world of spirits and 
the coming kingdom of Christ, she wandered at 
her will, with tripping step and cheerful voice, 
uniting in her own happy existence a docile intelli- 
gence and loving heart. And did we not well 
to remember that "of such is the kingdom of 
heaven 1 " 

At the gate of a wayside cottage, which seemed 
to say that its owner held a place between plodding 
industry and frugal competence, we stopped. It 
was surrounded by a large and well-ordered garden 
and nursery, bearing many marks of recent neglect. 
Weeds were sprm^ng up in the paths, and the 
shrivelled and stained dead leaves of flowers which 
had drooped on their stalks were scattered on the 
trim beds. The fruitful bee could not drop into a 
ripe, full-blown flower without destroying the gaudy 
petals and increasing the litter. 

When we entered the cottage itself, we found 
there like proof of neglect, or suspended labour, in 
contrast with the relics of former neatness and care. 
It had not the untidy or mean appearance of the 
house of a reckless, improvident man, nor did it 
lack the articles necessary for comfort in home-life. 
On the contrary, it was the house of a workman of 
the better sort, neglected by its owner. The furni- 
ture was strong and good of its kind, but not in a 
state fit for immediate use. The tables and curi- 
ously-carved oak chairs were bright with rubbing ; 
but the one was stained and the other was dusty. 
The ashes were on the hearth, and the footprints of 
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Death's waiting-men were on the floor. The recent 
history of this comfortable homestead was written 
on all it contained — the wife had been taken, the 
husband was alone. As we lifted the latch, and 
entered the ample and once cheerful kitchen, a 
young man of masculine beauty, though not now 
flushed with the bloom of health, rose and turned 
towards us. His face was open and handsome ; 
but I saw on it an expression of resistance, if not 
of resentment, as well as mental suffering. Grief 
had ploughed deep furrows in his soul, and the 
god of this world was sowing in them seeds that 
would not bring forth the fruit^s of the Spirit. But, 
in spite of the evident opposition of the man's im- 
potent will to God's providence, there was that in 
his countenance which gave promise of patient 
suffering in the noble silence of resignation, when 
he recovered from the amazement with which his 
sudden bereavement had smitten him. The eye, 
though moist, had not lost its brightness, nor its 
steady beam of intelligence ; and though there was 
languor in the athletic body, its natural elasticity 
remained, and waited to re-assert its power. He 
might, like Jacob, go halting all his days, but would 
also carry away a blessing. 

*' I am glad to see the Bible under your hand, 
Robert," said the Squire. " Have you found com- 
fort in it?" 

, " When I took the book in hand. Sir," the man 
replied, in a subdued, complaining voice, " I did 
not hope for ease in my trouble ; and I don't think 
I much cared to find what my neighbours call 
consolation. Their talk is like cutting young wood 
out of a vine in spring-time — ^it bleeds, you know, 
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Sir. They mean kindly; but '^hat can a man 
who has wife and child at home say to comfort 
me, now I have lost both ) They cannot give me 
a reason why mine are taken and theirs are left.'' 

" We shall fail, my friend," I replied, almost in- 
voluntarily, " if we attempt to give a reason for any 
of the events which happen to ourselves or others, 
by comparing them with those which are suffered 
or enjoyed by men more unhappy or less troubled. 
Nothing has happened to you which is not common 
to alL There is a time to be bom and a time to 
die ; a time to laugh and a time to weep. We re- 
ceive both good and evil ; but, while we accept the 
good as a right, a proper reward, we resist the 
evil as a wrong, an imposition of suffering not de- 
served." 

" I do not say that I have any light to be with- 
out suffering," he replied. " But why should all 
possible trouble and sorrow fall on me alone f I 
was a better husband and father than some men 
who have no afflictions, and I am not a worse 
man." This he said with honest self-assertion, com- 
manding respect, because we knew it to be true. 

" Certainly not," my companion replied. " You 
are not suffering from an event in providence 
which others have escaped because you are more 
sinful than they. But if you had no sin, you could 
not have thus suffered." 

<' If I am deprived of wife and child because I 
am sinful," the mourner replied, " why do not all 
who are sinful suffer likewise) If sinners are to 
be punished by the loss of their loved ones, who 
shall live) Wliat can I say to comfort myself) 
The Lord cannot be unjust, and I am sure He 
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would not punish me by taking from me wife and 
child, and so destroying the good to afflict the evil, 
passing over men who live in sin, God-denying 
and good-hating." 

" By such attempts to explain the origin of 
events which afflict us, we may deceive ourselves 
and dishonour God," I said, perceiving that the 
dogmas satisfactory to the mind of my venerable 
friend were repulsive to the afflicted, heartsore 
man, and did not justify the ways of God to him. 
" The Lord himself," I further ventured to say, 
" rebuked the vanity and wrong-thinking of the 
people who attempted to estimate the degree of 
men's sinfulness by the intensity of their suffering, 
or the suddenness and violence of the catastrophe 
that overwhelmed them. His words were, ' Sup- 
pose ye that these Galileans, whose blood Pilate 
mingled with their sacrifices, were sinners above all 
the Galileans, because they suffered such things] 
Or. those eighteen upon whom the tower in 
Siloam fell and slew them, think ye that they 
were sinners above all men that dwelt in Jeru- 
salem 1 I tell you, Nav ! ' Will any man be so 
rash as to estimate the "intention of God in pro- 
vidence by the vibrations of joy or sorrow which 
pass through a human spirit in the solemn and 
stately movements of time ? ' The rain falleth 
upon the just and the imjust, and the same thing be- 
falleth the wise man and the fool;* but the fool may 
build bams for his increasing stores, and the wise 
may not know where to lay his head. The 
most important event in a man's history may be 
the direct consequence -of some apparently ac- 
cidental circumstance that happened a long time 
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ago, and "will be the cause of many sufferings and 
enjoyments yet to come. But does it not appear 
to you that, if events coming -within the range of 
our limited perceptions are thus united, and things 
apparently so unimportant in the physical and 
moral history of the -world as the "wants and wishes, 
pleasures and sufferings, of a man, or even a com- 
munity of men, are the consequences of a long 
series of antecedent causes, there must be a per- 
fect union between all creatures, moral, intellec- 
tual, and material, and an intimate relation to the 
spiritual world and its Lord? If a sparrow cannot 
fall to the ground without our Heavenly Father — 
whether that refer to his knowledge or pre-ordina- 
tion, you must determine to your own satisfaction — 
and if the hairs of our heads are all numbered, we 
may be sure that the events which most distress 
us are not designed for the mere purpose of punish- 
ing the sins of which we are conscious. There is a 
Divine providence comprehending the whole human 
race, and, in the great mutations of this world, 
events arise, not unfrequently, to afflict individuals 
through apparently unconnected causes, while the 
active agents are unaffected ; but I cannot believe 
trouble to be a punishment for sin, nor success a 
reward for virtue." 

I was ashamed of my boldness in thus speaking, 
for I knew that I had dictated opinions which were 
only partially accepted by my venerable friend. 
But the afflicted man paid scant attention to the 
religious philosophy I preached, for while I was 
speaking his eye rested lovingly on the child, and 
when my well-meant word of consolation had been 
said, he drew her towards him, looking into her 
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sweet face with an expression of intense and anxious 
affection. She had often wandered in his gardens, 
always free to come and go as she listed, chatter- 
ing to him as he worked, and singing little songs to 
his beautiful flowers, for which he blessed her in 
his heart. Her visits to Robert's nursery grounds 
and green-houses were not unfrequent, and she 
never returned home without a handful of fragrant 
flowers. So, without timidity, she permitted him 
to take her on his knee, and returned his caresses 
with words which, like good remedies, gave pain 
when dropped into the raw wounds they were in- 
tended to heal. Child as she was, she understood 
and sympathized with his grief, for she had played 
with his lost Nelly, and had loved Nelly's mother, 
who had been her nurse and confidant. Tears, the 
natural overflow of affection, flowed down his 
cheeks as he passed his rough but gentle hand 
over her silken locks; and she, with childlike 
sympathy, pitying his sorrows, looked so mourn- 
fully anxious in his face, that he could but smile 
to lessen her grief. 

" We loved our little lady just as we loved our 
own child," he said to me; "and now mine is 
flown to heaven, and her mother has gone with 
her, I have no one else to love. Sir. My house 
and gardens will never be so pleasant to her again 
as they were when — " 

He could say no more. Restraining his feelings 
with a powerful will, he placed his arm firmly 
round the child, as if to protect her from some 
danger of which he had become conscious. The 
scene was intensely painful. The bereaved man 
was the first to break a long silence. 
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" Perhaps you think I am in sheer rebellion 
against God/' he said, addressing my aged friend, 
" because I get more comfort from the loving face 
of this little child than from -what you tell me 
about my punishment for sin, and what I have 
read in the Bible. She is like God's voice to me, 
and God's Book can be no more." 

** I neither blame nor think harshly of you, my 
friend," the Squire replied, " Your human heart 
has been driven suddenly and violently from its 
anchorage, and while the storm is raging you are 
glad to find a motive for hope, and encouragement 
to endure, if it be only in the feebleness of a child. 
But, while your soul is thus trembling under the 
shock of the waves which have gone over you, and 
you can see no quiet haven to protect you from 
the wrath of a frowning sky and tempest-tossed 
sea, let your faith as a Christian support your 
courage. Put your hope in the Lord, for He is 
your only refuge. If you have received the 

* heavenly gift,' and have felt the influence of 

* the powers of the world to come,' you have a 
hope which is as 'an anchor of the soul, sure and 
steadfast.' The Word of God is the Christian's 
chart, and that Word is in the inspired page; 
but the Divine voice is heard everywhere and 
in everything, and the tongue of a little child 
may be permitted to speak peace to your dis- 
consolate spirit. I would not, if I could, sud- 
denly stop the sti'ong current of yo\ir grief; 
rather would I that it should sweep as a torrent 
through your soul, than that it should be banked 
up by reserve, and the false sentiment called manly 
pride. Neither would I that you should bear the 
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sore trouble alone. Take what companion you 
will — our little child, if she can comfort you — for 
your human suffering needs human sympathy." 

Our visit to this man was soon ended. His 
brave, loving, wounded heart could not be healed 
by us. We had no message for him, so we left 
the child : we could not take away the little 
missionary who, with simple, loving words, knew 
how to comfort that bold spirit, and bring him 
from his proud manhood to her infant level. 
When we had left the house, she enticed him 
from the room where he had sat from the day 
of the funeral, and taking him into the garden, 
led him from place to place, and, as he after- 
wards thought, detained him where his labour was 
most wanted, that he might feel the necessity of 
work. Everjrwhere he was reminded of those he 
had lost; but she tried to cheer him ^ with her 
prattle, though half afraid, so terrible to her was 
the thought of death. His first attempt to shake 
off the lethargy of his grief was made when he 
detected her unexpressed fear. To bring a smile 
upon her rigid lip, and a gleam of pleasure in her 
trembling eye, he strove to reach a beautiful 
flower not easily obtained, and then he uprooted 
a weed overgrowing a favourite plant. 

When the church bells called the devout to 
worship, the strong man and the little child, his 
comforter, went up to the house of God together. 
Over the grave of her nurse the child wept, for 
the grave is less terrible to mourners than the de- 
serted house. Watching her, the bereaved hus- 
band restrained the outbiiY^t of his grief, for he 
was ashamed to be selfish in his sorrow, and his 
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heart was thus opened to receive comfort from 
public worship, knowing that he did not sorrow 
as one who had no hope. After the morning ser- 
vice the child led him to her home, and before 
the Sabbath-day had passed, he had other thoughts 
to turn the current of his grief and check his 
spirit of resisting complaint. But it was long be- 
fore he could say, " The Lord gave, and the Lord 
hath taken away ; blessed be the name of the Lord." 

The influence obtained by our little child over 
the crushing sorrow of the athletic man brought 
to our minds an old-world prophecy of the good 
time coming, when creatures gentle and weak shall 
fearlessly lie down with the cruel and strong, and 
a little child shall lead them. The Apostle Paul, 
also, felt the influence of goodness, love, and child- 
like simplicity as compared with intellectual power 
and superiority of wealth or station : " Grod hath 
chosen the weak things of this world to confoimd 
the things that are mighty." What wonder, then, 
that we should be made sensible, in the presence of 
the little one, of our inability so to speak as to 
induce the mourner to throw off any portion of 
the sorrow which covered his soul, or to cheer him 
with a ray of hopa Our voice had no pleasantness 
when we attempted to justify Him whose right it 
is to govein the moral and intellectual as He does 
the physical world. What could we, then, but ac- 
knowledge the impotence of our assumed wisdom, 
and the mission of a little child, who spoke with 
simplicity and love, in the silver tones of sympathy 
from her pure, ministering spirit ? 

Pondering over what we had seen and heard in 
the nurseryman*s cottage, we thankfully confessed 
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the Divine mercy that comforts the broken-hearbed 
by creature love as feeble as it is beautiful. Silently 
we left the gardens, and it was long before our 
thoughts would permit us to renew our conversa- 
tion. My companion was the first to break silence, 
and he gave a • new colour to my thoughts without 
changing their form. 

"We are wounded most severely through our 
affections," he said ; " and the creatures we love best 
are sure to be the sources of our greatest sorrows." 

I acknowledged the truth of the opinion, but 
shrank from a personal application. 

" The youth is broken-hearted,'' he continued, 
" by the faithless girl he madly loves, and for 
whom he is willing to pledge time and eternity. 
He loves in vain. She casts away the offer of a 
generous, virtuous man, and becomes the wife of 
an indolent, vicious fellow, who treats her with 
indifference or cpuelty, insults her with a parade of 
his vices, and destroys her existence by the con- 
stancy of his attacks upon his own. Should an 
unusual power of endurance support her till, in 
the natural course of events, her husband dies by 
the hand of his sins, her children gather round her 
knees, and with famished looks entreat her, * Give 
us food, or we die ! * 

"Such instances of self-devotion to the vicious, 
and indifference to virtuous love, are among the 
most common incidents of life. I knew a rejected 
lover who, long after the roots of his great affection 
had been, as he believed, rudely plucked up, sup- 
ported the widow and fatherless children of his 
immoral but selected rival, and apparently without 
knowing the love excited by his generosity. This 
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noble-hearted man became a bankrupt in health 
and fortune, and he was then repaid for all he had 
done and suffered by discovering the love, and ac- 
cepting the devotion, of the woman who had once 
rejected him. Then it was that she spoke, and 
more humbly asked permission to bear his burdens 
than she had before pettishly rejected his offers 
By her attention he was partially restored to health, 
and by his own to position, competence, and for- 
tune. In her arms he died. She is Hving in the 
village ; and though years have passed since she 
buried him, her grief survives, nor wiU she cease 
to mourn till the messenger calls her to another 
world. Her children, stationed in life by him who 
adopted them, best acknowledge their obligations 
by devotion to their mother. Never was a woman 
more loved in her old age, or more tenderly watched ; 
but she is indebted for the duty of her children, and 
the competence of her fortune, ta the man who in 
early life suffered much because she rejected his 
love. 

" In the village there is another widow, and she 
has greater need of sympathy. The one who is 
comforted and honoured by her children may make 
life placid, if not cheerful ; the other has lost her 
only child, and has no arm to rest on, no future 
to desire." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE ONLY SON OF HIS MOTHER, AND SHE WAS A 

WIDOW. 

• 

Hastening to escape the painful glare of the public 
road, we crossed some fields by a path which un- 
authorized use had made common ; for time gives 
a legal public right to that which was a private 
wrong. We thus reached the village, and escaped a 
long walk over a white, dazzling pansh road, winding 
round the walls of a large park, so desolate in its 
abandonment that the magnitude of the foi*est trees 
and the beauty of the gardens increased, like the 
knightly armour in its ancient halls, the feeling of 
loneliness produced by this untenanted domain. Fol- 
lowing the accustomed way, we came into the village 
street--a name given to that well-worn and sloppy 
part of the high-road where tradesmen live. The 
shops were not numerous, and the competition 
between rival establishments was unexciting. Some 
of the villagers hinted that the shopkeepers were 
more anxious to be friends with each other 
than with their customers, and to raise than 
to reduce prices. But when it was said that 
these well-to-do people bought in the lowest and 
sold in the highest market, there may have been 
a greater desire to attribute greed and un£ur 
dealing, than to credit them with prudence and 
careful attention to the rules of modem oom- 
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mercial science. Indifferent to such insidious re- 
proaches, the street waa proud of its pretension to 
business, and, believing itself to be the only profit- 
making part of the village, assumed a bustling style 
on trading days, having faith in its activity, and the 
magnitude of its commercial transactions. To a 
stranger's eye, it had at all times nearly the same 
rural appearance as other parts of the hamlet. 
The houses, large and small, looked as if they had 
grown out of the surrounding foliage. The shrubs 
and trees were loaded with promises of near or 
more distant harvest, and ample recompense was in 
store for the loving labour of hoping proprietors. 
But if during the six days of the week any 
distinction could be observed between the street 
and other parts of the village, none was visible on 
the morning of my visit, for all places were then 
alike rejoicing in the peace and happiness of a Sab- 
bath in summer-time. The shopkeeper sauntered 
idly through his gardens, plucking a few flowers, 
and here and there a tempting fruit. Elsewhere his 
fair-haired daughter gathered the brightest coloured 
blossoms for her breast-knot, that the intensity of 
her healthy hue might not be heightened by com- 
parison with the feeble tint of a timid beauty from 
the flower-border. Less fastidious was the pale- 
faced youth, who looked from the lattice of his sick- 
chamber, familiar with the shades of night and the 
gloomy phantasies of sleeplessness. Indifferent to 
the flatteries of health, he loved and cherished 
every sprig that brought him a message from the 
garden, the field, the hedge-row, and the ruddy 
breeze fresh from -its rambles over heath and 
er, upland, and hill-top. 
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Through the village a clear, sparkling stream 
took its way, sometimes by the road-side and some- 
times through gardens and green fields — always 
clear, sparkling, and flowing. When I passed it 
with my friend, on our way to the widow's house, 
the sky was cloudless, and the lazy stream rippled 
over the stones in its uneven bed with a murmur- 
ing sound. The mimic waves sparkled with a pure 
white light, and the eddies over the little pools 
where the trout hides himself whirled round in the 
sunshine, like insects gambolling in light under a 
forest-tree. Taking its rise from an inaccessible 
rock in the distant hills, it gathered strength as it 
rushed down the steep inclines, and then, less wild, 
but not less fresh and free, it gave life to a solitary 
glen, gladdened a forest, fertilized a meadow, and 
brought joy and thanksgiving to the hearts of 
men as it flowed through their haunts and among 
their dwellings. At the fording-places, where it 
rippled over pebbles, birds came to bathe and 
dress their pretty plumage ; and where trees over- 
hung it, they sat on the branches, chirping and 
singing in harmony with its charming music. And 
thus it travelled among the fairest flowers, every- 
where distributing blessings, to the place of its 
outflowing, where it became great by becoming a 
part of the unbounded sea. 

By every inhabitant of the vale, this stream, full 
of mirth and blessing, was loved as a familiar face, 
and associated with recollections of home. Like 
an old friend, it was ready in quiet times to recal 
the memories which, even when least pleasing, are 
kept with jealous care in the sacred places of the 
heart. It had always pictures to exhibit to those 
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who would look at them ; and when a man stood 
by its side and waited, it reproduced old times in 
forms and figures only known to the docile observer. 
It told him what he was, what he did, and what he 
dreamed about, when he wandered on its banks, 
long, long ago. 

I knew a youth, who, when he had just received 
from time the legal rights and obligations of man- 
hood, looked into the stream, and saw an aged man 
sitting in the porch of a pleasant cottage, from 
which just such another stream could be seen, 
gliding over a smooth water-worn channel. The ex- 
pression of the old, grey-headed, blind man marked 
his happy intelligence. He listened to encouraging 
words, read by a flaxen-headed boy, and was happy — 
for though cut off from the " cheerful ways of men," 
he saw "things invisible to mortal sight." And 
when the little boy shut the book, the old man 
repeated in an earnest tone the words which closed 
the reading, " The just shall live by faith." 

The young man looked again; and he saw a 
youth — ^for the boy had become a stripling — stand- 
ing as chief mourner by a grave-side, and many 
neighbours and friends pressed round the opened 
tomb, and, with a sure and certain hope of his 
eternal life, wept for him who was buried. Many 
looked kindly on the youth ; but in the crowd, stand- 
ing not far off, and wishing to be nearer, stood a 
timid girl, feeling more kindly than they all, desir- 
ing to comfort him, and weeping because he wept. 

The young man looked again ; and he saw the re- 
flection of the graceful form of the same gentle girl 
standing in young and anxious womanhood by his 
side. She was still watching him ; but her fiice no 
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longer wore its former painful expression. She 
had seen visions and heard voices in the stream; 
but to him the charm was broken when her face 
was reflected by it. Wandering thoughtfully along 
the river-path, fringed with flowers, they talked 
kindly of the past and hopefully of the future, feed- 
ing memory with new scenes and loving thoughts, 
to be in days to come recalled by the stream that 
was silently following their lingering steps. 

One might imagine the river to be the chronicler 
of the valley, so numerous and varied were the 
thoughts it suggested to the minds of the men 
familiar with its manners. An industrious labourer, 
returning homewards from his work, knelt on its 
marge to bathe his forehead ; and it told him of 
the time when he first on that spot stood, a bare- 
l^ged urchin, with a wriggUng worm on a bent 
pin, as tremblingly anxious for success in his 
effort to catch a minnow, or perchance a little 
perch, as was ever a young statesman when throw- 
ing his first venture into the flattering stream of 
public life. The vision was pleasant, and the man 
was glad. 

Another man came, but not to the brink. He 
looked from a distance into the stream, and the 
vision frightened though it fascinated him. He saw 
a drunkard reeling out of a taproom, guided towards 
a mean, unfurnished hovel by the woman — the 
wife — ^he had wronged, abused, and cowardly aban- 
doned to neglect and want. He looked again, and 
saw the same woman rushing along the river bank, 
driven by a thousand fiendlike memories, carrying 
a child at her fever-parched bosom. And then, by 
rapid changes, like those on the screen of a camera, 
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or the shifting pageants of a dream, he saw two 
human forms — a woman and a child — at the 
bottom of a deep pool, and then a workhouse 
coffin, a pauper's grave, a homeless mendicant, a 
despairing homicide — and he was afraid. 

And the old man my companion saw visions in 
the village stream. He knew it in childhood, and 
had always rejoiced in its life, freshness, and per- 
petual motion. He played on its banks in summer 
time, skated on it in winter, forded it here and 
there on stepping-stones, when there was di-ought 
in the hills, and listened joyfully when the torrents 
roared and came tumbling in great floods into the 
narrow channel of the lowland stream. The foam- 
ing rush and irresistible hurry of the waters, 
caiTying sapless bushes and broken boughs, strand- 
ing some and bearing others towards the sea, re- 
minded him of those long, rolling, booming waves, 
which toss great ships up and down, while they 
caiTy them forward over dreary oceans into havens 
of rest. His remembrance of the solemn and 
majestic vibrations of the sea had not destroyed his' 
love and mystic devotion to the little sparkling 
river. Bursting from a fissured rock in a moun- 
tain glen, the wandering stream, rejoicing in life, 
formed a channel through his lands, and there be- 
came, as it were, his own. Though it was but a 
tamed torrent, it gathered power and volume from 
many a bubbling brook, and flowed through the 
village with a fulness and independence like the 
growing strength of advancing manhood. Many 
a dreary conflict the old man had fought on its 
banks with doubt and scepticism ; many a silent 
prayer had he there oflered for an increase of &ith 
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and deliverance from sin. But it was not of these 
that the river reminded him on the Sabbath morn- 
ing when I was his companion. 

I also saw visions in the stream that gossiped so 
pleasantly to some men and showed such terrible 
pictures to others, but they were broken by the 
voice of my friend. 

"J have sometimes thought," he said, " that it 
would be a kind act to remove the widow you will 
presently see, from the cottage in which she has 
lived so long, and with which she must now have 
many painful recollections. The stream is a talk- 
ative babbling friend. In its monotonous voice it 
is always relating histories well remembered by 
the hearer, and restoring pictures which are groups 
of enemies who have injured us, or friends who are 
no longer near us." 

" Let me know more of the widow," I said ; 
"for I suppose there are peculiar and unusually 
painful incidents in her history." 

" Not so," he replied. " Thousands of women 
in all conditions of life have borne, with more 
or less fortitude, similar troubles. This is not 
the less true because each in her turn has be- 
lieved her sufferings to be heavier than had ever 
before fallen on one so weak and helpless. There 
is nothing peculiar in her condition, apart from 
her state of mind, which was that of passive 
endurance and Christian resignation, but may 
now be mental imbecility. At first she bore 
her trouble with graceful submission, hoping 
for the natural termination of her distress, and 
the future enjoyment of the promised rest. But 
now she has lost almost the consciousness of sorrow 
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in the perception of one invariable image of her 
dead son. 

'' In her history there is no romantic adventure, 
no peculiar providence, no event to catch the atten- 
tion of a stranger, or to detain a basy man one 
instant from his occupation. She was lefb a widow 
with an only child — a son not a year old. Im- 
mediately after the death of her husband she ought 
to have been placed, for many reasons, beyond the 
reach of anxiety for money, and have been pro- 
vided with sufficient means for all the necessities oi 
life in her own station. She was a lady by birth, 
and well educated, but without fortune. You 
could scarcely imagine conditions more likely to 
secure the neglect of vulgar uneducated people 
who had suddenly risen to wealth. So it was. 
The rich relatives of her dead husband knew her 
superiority and their own power, and withdrew 
their patronage. She was neglected, like a gem out 
of a glittering but comparatively valueless setting. 

'^ As some of her ancestors had long ago large pos- 
sessions in our valleys, she came here with her in- 
fant, as if it were her natural home. You may have 
observed how frequently weak and forgotten mem- 
bers of almost extinct and much-impoverished &mi- 
lies return to the spots where their forefathers had 
honour and authority. Just as certain creatures of 
less intelligence, when disabled and ready to die, go 
back, in spite of impediments, to their old homes 
from distant countries, guided by a marvellous in- 
stinct ; so, after a destined term of wandering, mea- 
sured by years or centuries, the representatives of 
a family or of a broken and dispersed clan, return 
to the long-abandoned home, as if a curse had died 
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out of time, or the days of bondage and misfortune 
were ended. It may Lave been under some such 
incomprehensible condition or law that the widow 
with her infant son sought our village. She was 
not in poverty, but in reference to her station she 
was poor. When she had bought the house in 
which she lived, nearly all her money was ex- 
pended, and it was only by self-denial and constant 
labour that she was able to meet the costs of her 
Kttle household. From year to year she continued 
to live amongst us, an example to mothers, for 
though fondly, she was not, as we thought, too 
selfishly devoted to her boy ; if the one predomi- 
nating motive for her charity were not a desire 
to gain a blessing for him. To her every want was 
told, to her every sufferer went — never in vain, if 
her labour could purchase relief from the one, or 
give ease to the other. She was the friend, helper, 
nurse of all who would accept kindness from her 
hands. With a tranquillity which seemed to be a soli- 
tary contradiction to the proverbial uncei-tainty and 
turbulence of life, she passed her days amongst us 
till the dreaded separation from her son, by the 
acceptance of an offer for business, became a duty. 
Whatever she may have suffered in that parting, 
she spoke of it cheerfully and thankfully, as a bene- 
fit to him ; and when asked how she could endure 
the solitude of her home, she avoided sympathy, 
and spoke of his advantage, and the pleasure she 
should enjoy when he visited her. 

" But in a few years her consent was asked to 
another and more painful parting. Unexpectedly 
the son visited his mother, and brought news 
which gave ample room for rejoicing, but left a 
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broad margin of deep, dark, unrelieved fear. His 
employ era were merchants, and having confidence 
in his intelligence and integrity, proposed to him an 
important commercial mission, which might take 
him far into the interior of Australia, but would 
not expose him to any special or uncommon danger. 
The offer was made in a large and generous spirit, 
for he had the option of returning home when the 
business was done, or of remaining in the colony 
with a valuable agency. The thought of parting 
with her son shook for a moment the faith of the 
doting mother, and she heard in silent despair 
the flattering tale he told with earnest and hope- 
ful gratitude. To recommend the acceptance of 
an offer which proposed to place the world be- 
tween them, was not to her possible. It was 
enough that she consented without complaint, and 
made the necessary preparations for his departure. 
To the youth himself the parting was painful ; 
but he anticipated a happy destiny, in the enjoy- 
ment of which his mother was to have the greater 
share. He was going over sea to make a new 
home in an English colony, where there would be 
no unsupplied necessity, no unsatisfied desire. So 
while he was sad because he was leaving her, he 
was full of reasonable hope that she would come 
quickly to his new home, and enjoy his bright 
future. The mother's heart fainted, because her 
fear was stronger than her hope ; though she 
smiled when she talked of the good time coming, 
and told him of the preparations she would make 
when he was gone over the sea, and of the fast- 
flying ship in which she would embark when he 
wrote and said. Come, But her nights were sleep- 
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less, and her heart was troubled. In fear she 
parted with him, and when she fell on his neck 
and kissed him, it was in sorrow, fearing most of 
all that she might * see his face no more.' 

" A few days after he had embarked, a letter came 
to the patient, disconsolate mother. It was from 
lier son, and it told her that the ship had sailed, 
that the pilot was going to shore and would be his 
postman, and that she must not expect to hear 
from him again till he touched the Australian 
coast. A day or two more, and then a rumour 
came to the village, none knew how ; and then 
news more confirmed. A great ship had struck 
upon rocks, and the sailors and passengers had 
been lost — not a soul saved — in a tempestuous sea. 
With that miserable crew the widow's son had 
been drowned. In the dark midnight and grey 
morning they had worked for their lives, and when 
light broke over the tempest-stricken sea, they were 
seen by brave men on shore, who would have ven- 
tured their lives for a possibility of saving the 
doomed mariners. In the lull of the roaring winds 
and surging waves their cries for help were heard, 
but there was a great and impassable gulf between 
them, and no help could be given. Ihe ship was 
broken on rocks and engulfed in the furious sea. 
The men faced death bravely, but were swept away 
by the remorseless waves one by one — not a soul 
remained to talk about the agonies of the night. 
And now the folk, not a few, who lost lover and 
friend in that great tempest, turn pale and tremble, 
as they ever will, when they awake in dark night, 
and hear the rattle of casements, the howl of 
winds, and the roar of torrents tumbling down 
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mountain sides into the braes, and say to them- 
selves, There is a storm at sea. 

'* Since the sad news was confirmed, I have seen 
the widow often. She has been in the depths of 
sorrow, but her religious character tempted me 
to believe that she would with intelligent resigna- 
tion bear her aflfliction when tears came to her relief, 
and the violence of her natural sorrow was subdued. 
But if report has fairly described the present state 
of her mind, her courage and her faith have £uled 
to prevent the utter ruin of her intelligence." 

" Such events as you have related must be pain- 
fully frequent," I replied, "among a sea-going 
people living in an island ; but the repetition of 
shipwrecks and the frequent loss of lives does not 
decrease the sufiering of those who are thus de- 
prived of their husbands and sons, nor detract from 
the horrors of each individual history." 

We were now at the door of the widow's cottage. 
Her dwelling was surrounded by trees, and almost 
hidden by foliage. Far from other houses, it sat 
alone, like the woman who inhabited it. For nearly 
twenty years it had been her care to keep it in 
perfect order, and make such improvements as 
the accidents of time suggested. For that long 
period she had cherished the thought that her son 
would dwell there in competence and peace, when 
her labour of love ceased. So she encouraged the 
growth of thick-leaved trees to hide it, till he should 
take possession of his own. This was her cherished 
desire ; and the place itself seemed to have accepted 
her wish, waiting in its best aiTay till he for whom 
it had been prepared should put in his claim. 

We passed the threshold, and met the woman we 
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came to see. Who could doubt that she was 
in unfathomable depths of affliction — that she 
had been carried by the torrent of an overwhelm- 
ing sorrow into the dreadful gulf of lethargic 
insensibility? Her apparent submission or com- 
plete resignation was, in truth, a loss of mental 
power, as the consequence of a tormenting thought. 
With a painful quietness, she moved, without 
other motive than habit, from place to place in 
her house, doing according to her wont; but as 
she was abandoned by hope when she lost her 
love, she had no desire. One changeless image 
was ever before her — the face of her son : some- 
times in youthful beauty and health, sometimes 
struggling for life, but more frequently dead, lying 
at the bottom of the deep, cold sea. If her reli- 
gious faith had ever been a consolation when a 
shadow crossed her great love, it had lost its 
influence, for it no longer told of returning sun- 
shine. She was living with the corpse of her 
child, and every access to the outer world was 
closed. The perfect serenity and passivity of her 
soul, the unrestrained admission of the righteous- 
ness and perfect appropriateness of the providential 
arrangement of the event that had broken her heart, 
and the acknowledgment of undeserved mercies at 
the moment when she appeared to be the selected 
object of unmitigated affliction, were evidences of 
mental ruin. Consciousness itself might, we feared, 
be crushed for want of passion, so unnatural was 
her indifference, so slavish her mental prostration, 
under the tyrannical dominion of the event which 
had, to her sight, put the world in mourning. 
As we entered her house, she looked at us with 

G 




90 A SABBATH-DAY JOURNEY. 

a half-conscious stare, but with no expression of 
knowledge or feeling. My friend spoke to her, and 
she gave no reply. She was no longer a creature of 
intelligence. Our visit was useless. How impos- 
sible it is for mortals to 

Asserfc eternal providence, 
And justify the ways of God to man 1 

It is no part of man's duty, I may be told, to 
reconcile such a history to his conception of the 
Divine wisdom and love. But it is important to me 
to know whether I am the subject of a benignant 
or malevolent Power — whether the religious life, 
and those relations of mankind which are specially 
adapted to promote virtue and loving-kindness, are 
regarded with favour or indifference by Him who 
ordains or permits every event, physical and moral, 
good and evil. If the incidents of life are in any 
degree favourable to the opinion that virtue is re- 
warded, and that goodness is the road to happiness, 
the exceptions are too numerous to confirm the rule. 
Suffering is frequently the consequence of obedience 
to high moral obligations ; and in the daily events 
of life we meet with conditions producing results 
apparently inconsistent with the character of a holy 
and beneficent Supreme, if we regard him as the 
loving Father of Men. But why should I speak 
about mortals, of whom it may always be said, 
" They sin, and therefore they suffer," though they 
who suffer most are not necessarily the greatest 
sinners ? Of Him who knew no sin, who was pure 
and undefiled, it is written : " The foxes have holes, 
the birds of the air have nests, but the Son of Man 
hath not where to lay his head." Poverty and 
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holiness were then united, and Christianity became, 
necessarily, a systematic combination for going 
about to do good. 

But the question returns. Why should great pri- 
vations and sufferings be the appointed lot of virtue? 
The fact would be inexplicable, if the sufferers had 
no future existence — the Divine character would 
want justice in the judgment of man, if there were 
no future life. But if the present be only the first, 
the mortal stage of an endless existence, the most 
affecting and unfortunate events may be found in 
the lives of the virtuous and true, for they may be 
parts of a system of existence designed by Divine 
love. By no other conjecture can this difficulty be 
removed, without dishonour to Him who is essen- 
tially Love and Wisdom. We need eternity to 
explain the apparent contrarieties of time ; for this 
life is, in comparison with the future, no more than 
a spot of thin vapour on the horizon of an un- 
sullied sky. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE MASTER IS COMB, AND CALLETH FOR THEE. 

The sun was now high in the heavens, and the 
hriglitness was oppressive, for tlie warm loving beams 
of tlie gi-eat monarch embraced the glad earth. 
In anticipation of mid-day heat, the flowers folded 
their delicate petals, the oxen moved slowly towards 
shaded j)ools, the birds flew to thick bushes in 
hedge-rows, or close foliage in woods, and man, 
looking upward and around into the deep blue sky, 
anticipated, like them, but not from their books of 
prophetic waraing, a sultry day. Every living 
thing desired to repose in shaded brightness and 
tempered warmth ; the firmament basked in the 
sunshine, and the woods and streams were fedling 
asleep together. 

Oppressed by the glaring reflection of the sun- 
beams, we sought by sheltered j)ath8 a well-known, 
pleasant spot, wh(;re we could wait in grateful 
shade the " chui'ch-going bell," and the opening 
public s(^rvice of the Christian Sabbath. Our 
walk was for a time through a shady lane, but 
afterwards by tiim hedge-rows, where narrowing 
shadows gave uncertain protection to the dazzl(;d 
eye. Thus passing through the valley, we came to 
the base of the hill on which the church is built, 
and a short ascent brought us to one of the plea- 
sant nooks we frequented when rambling for health 
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and pastime over the uplands. It was a natural 
recess, sheltered by a thick slab of rock, overhang- 
ing a' sloping bank of tender grass— the best of 
all couches for a tired traveller. Not far distant, 
a clear, cold stream, in temperature always the 
same, burst from the stony lips of a moss-covered 
bank, down which it never ceased to flow in a 
thin, rippled sheet. Creeping over the edge of a 
small, natural basin, it slipped down a smooth 
stone into a narrow, uneven channel, and hunied 
away with a faint, splashing sound. On the hills, 
flocks of mountain sheep were pastured ; and from 
the Travellers' Cave, as we called this resting- 
place, we saw them browsing on steep slopes and 
jutting cliffs, where the foot of the lowlander could 
not tread. When alarmed, they gathered together 
in companies, and those who had strayed farthest 
hastened back to their companions, leaping stone 
walls, and following their elected guides. 

The prospect is fine from all parts of the hills, 
and from every point of view some new combina- 
tions are observed. From the Travellers* Cave the 
whole valley is seen in length. A large portion of 
the cultivated ground is grass-land, and the rich 
green is the more beautiful because it is like an 
oasis in a stony desert ; and the noble elms in the 
hedge-rows give to the scene a domestic character, 
in spite of the rocky clifl^s, the rugged hill-sides, 
and the distant mountain-tops. Through this 
valley the river, of which I have already spoken, 
flows in a winding course, receiving the waters of 
many tributary streams, some of which form cas- 
cades on the hills, and flow in bright, sparkling 
waves into the more ample channel ; while others, 
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moving without impediment, cany their limpid 
waters unnoticed into the same reservoir. 

As we approached the proposed resting-place, we 
heard some one say, in a well-known voice : — 

" I would not consent to your dogmas, if I 
could : they are destructive to human happiness. 
The question must be settled by faith in advance 
of such reason as you boast of. But I am broken- 
hearted, and cannot dispute with you ; my faith is 
better than your reason. Is not faith the substance 
of things hoped for, the evidence of things nob 
seen 1 Why, Sir, even the noble faculty of gene- 
ralization, which distinguishes philosophic minds, 
needs the assistance of faith. But, to speak 
candidly, I will not believe what you teach, so 
long as resistance is possible. That a man ceases 
to be when his body dies, is a thought so painful, 
that to express it is cruel. It would, you say, re- 
lieve our minds from harrowing doubt about the 
state of the dead. Would it not, also, create in- 
difference about the state of the living ] Annihilsr 
tion is a frightful doctrine, and the soul of man 
rises up to pronounce it fake. I will have none of 
it. I have confidence in a resurrection to eternal 
life, and for that confidence I am thankful." 

As we entered the cool shelter in the cleft of 
the rock, the person thus addressed left it, and the 
man who had spoken rose to salute my friend. 
On the same bank they then sat down, side by 
side, and, like friends long parted, talked ear- 
nestly one to the other, each pausing often to give 
the other an opportunity of speaking. This man, 
though of advanced age, was younger than the 
Squire, but the apparent was less than the real 
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difference, so mucli had been done by affliction or 
study to deepen the furrows upon his brow. He 
looked sad. Grief had taken deep root in his 
heart, and though his manner was neither con- 
strained nor distant, his cordiality wa^, at first, 
that of a man who desired to escape society — of 
one who wished to live alone with his sorrow. 
He was a lover of books and ancient things, and 
was known among his friends as the Antiquary 
My companion, who professed to know him well, 
said T was like him in character and in the tone 
and fashion of my mind, as well as in my pursuits, 
allowance being made for the influence of a^e and 
sorrows. This similarity may have drawn us to- 
gether ; I saw in him what I expected to be — he 
read a page of his past life in my sanguine mind. 

The two friends were quickly engaged in earnest 
conversation, and the words of ordinary condolence 
failed, I perceived, to express the deep sympathy 
of the Squire with his ancient schoolfellow. The 
affliction was heavy, as he knew, that bowed a 
spirit more hopeful than ambitious, and planted a 
life^lasting son*ow among his most fruitful affec- 
tions. In the conversation of the Squire there 
was sometimes an undesirable tendency to dogma- 
tism, forgiven by those who knew him best in con- 
sideration of his unselfish life and eminently con- 
sistent religious profession. It must not be sup- 
posed that he was a brusque, domineering man, 
indifferent to the pain he gave to others when en- 
forcing the dogmas he believed to be essential to 
the happiness and salvation of mankind. The love 
of the truth constrained him, but he did not think 
violence to be essentially the best mode of teaching 
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it. In this interview my worthy sire gently drew 
the heart of his friend towards him, and induced 
him to relate his great troubles, by calling to his 
recollection the domestic happiness he had before 
enjoyed. No other subject could have so thawed 
the reserve of the sufferer, or have so surely en- 
ticed him to unburden his weary spirit. 

" Some of my friends once thought," he said, 
" that the little territory I called my own, on the 
shore of the great ocean of time, was too far from 
the wash of the tide and the sweep of the storm to 
be in danger. My little ones were happy, and 
their smiles were to me like lights from heaven. 
Years passed happily ; but then a storm burst over 
us, and the death-wave robbed us of our firstborn. 
Like a tender flower roughly handled, she bowed 
her head to the relentless storm, and died. She 
who was so timid, so loving, so lovely, was taken 
from us while she hid herself in our arms. Long 
after our tears ceased to flow we mourned for her 
who was our treasure and our joy. Day after day 
I visited the place where we laid her, sat on the 
stone by her side, talked to her from the depths of 
my spirit, and when carried back by the ebbing 
wave of past time, lived again through the years 
she had dwelt with us, afflicting myself with scenes 
which were only real in memory. I can still re- 
produce the image of her quiet, pleasant face, and 
it remains my ideal of feminine reliance, placidity, 
and aflection. 

" Time softened the grief it could not destroy. 
Years rolled by, and my other children grew to the 
age and strength of manhood. The calm serenity 
we enjoyed at home before our first-bom died re- 
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turned to us, and our sorrow lost so much of its 
passion, that we could talk about her in the trem- 
bling tones of deep feeb'ng, but without tears. We 
had troubles like other folk ; perhaps they were 
great enough to excite the suspicion that God con- 
tended with us. They came sometimes as if the 
destroying angel had received a commission against 
us ; but our confidence in each other was unshaken, 
our love resisted all attacks from without. We 
kept foul weather out of doors ; smiling faces and 
cheerful voices were within. When the front door 
was shut there was no noise. The same dear arms 
were always round our necks, the same soft lips on 
our cheeks, the same endearing phrases and true 
words in our ears. We were familiar with the 
everlasting beauty of a loving society at home." 

"For many years," said the Squire, "you enjoyed 
a constant domestic happiness, envied by many of 
your acquaintances. Now that afl^ctions have 
thickened like storm clouds, should you not answer 
to yourself the question, Shall good be given to 
me from the Lord, and no sorrow ? " 

" If my home happiness has ever excited one 
envious feeling," the Antiquary replied, "it must be 
extinguished now. When Job was tried in proof 
of his integrity, his possessions were taken first, 
then his children. Heart troubles are the worst 
to bear, my firiend ; I speak from sad experience. 
Like him who went into the presence of God on 
Sinai, I have seen the thick cloud and the light- 
ning, I have heard the thunder, * and the voice of 
the trumpet, exceeding loud.' The LorAJIas been to 
: me * like devouring fire on the top of the mount,' 
and my heart has been scathed before Him. I 
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know what Job meant when he inquired, ^ Where- 
fore is light given to him that is in misery, and life 
unto the bitter in soul ? ' Whether I have reason 
to bemoan myself in such words you shall judge. 

" As the message of a prophet came to a doomed 
people, so to me was the warning voice of a phy- 
sician. My eldest son, a young man, healthy and 
strong, as we foolishly thought, was ill, and though 
his sickness was not unto immediate death, it was 
too desperate for cure. * The lungs are diseased.' 
What sentence could be more fatal? From that 
hour home was no longer a place of rejoicing. To 
him it was the scene of heroic resolution and 
patient endurance ; to us one of ceaseless anxiety, 
while we watched the progress of the disease, 
scarcely doubting its issue. Month after month he 
lived, waiting the advance of death; and though we 
often listened to the flattery of love, we could not 
escape our fear of the future. When he looked to 
us most convalescent, science refused to confirm our 
hope, and was most doubtful when we were most 
cheerfully confident. * Has the earnest penetration 
of that intelligent inquiring look any resemblance 
to the glazed fixidity of death ? ' we asked in the 
tone and spirit of affirmation. But when reason 
was permitted to speak, and we listened, the reply 
terrified us : * The eye is too bright to shine long.' 
In spite of love*s resistance to the truth,* we were 
not deaf to it. He was doomed to an early death. 
* There is no plant of power, no compound in the 
laboratory of nature or art,' we were told, * that 
can cure him ; neither wealth nor power ^can ob- 
tain his reprieve, and give him a continuance of 
life.' And then we thought of the future. * Spring 



THE MASTER IS COME. 99 

will follow winter/ we said, * and when earth has 
put on her beautifiil green robe — ^when, enticed by 
sunshine, she has decked herself with flowers — 
when the woods have become merry with the song 
of birds, and the artists have placed their easels 
under the spreading bouglis, he will be sought but 
not found : he will not revisit the lanes and wood- 
lands in which his true nature-loving eye and sym- 
pathetic heart so greatly delighted.' 

" In anxious grief we watched and saw him 
wasting away, daily losing more of his little 
strength, suffering without complaint, but always, 
when fearing the worst result, hoping for the best. 
Sad was our duty, miserable was our lot. Waiting 
the arrival of an hour coming quickly and not to 
be delayed, we prayed the Lord to suppf)rt him 
who in our presence waa dying daily. And thus 
months passed away. Day after day we heard the 
dash of the tide and the roar of the winds ; the 
storm rose and fell ; the rush of wings like the 
passage of an angel of destruction over the howl- 
ing desolation of restless, fighting waves, and the 
sun rose in mist and set in dark cloud. Thus the 
winter passed, and thus the spring came, chiding 
the north wind. The end was then drawing nigh. 
At midnight a cry was heard, * Behold the bride- 
groom Cometh.' In gentle sleep, in a rest as beau- 
tiful as the calm of summer evening after a day of 
storm, he passed from this changing society to the 
company of redeemed souls. And our spirits went 
with him as we gathered round to wait and to 
mourn his departure. It was meet, dear son, that 
thy sweet eyes should close in peace upon a world 
which was to thee so beautiful — ^that thou, so trust- 
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ing and so rich in love, should have a calm passage 
through the dark river. The ripple that laves the 
shore when the ocean basks in sunlight, the air 
that fans the blossom without shaking it, or the 
unconscious sigh that rises to the mother*s lip in 
prayer, is not more gentle than the hand which 
touched thee, loved one, and beckoned thee away. 

** The parting we had so long dreaded was passed. 
We had seen and honoured the persistent resolution 
of an unconquerable, magnanimous spirit struggling 
under the impulsion of love to check the progress 
of organic disease. As long as wearied and dis- 
solving nature continued to live, he retained his 
self-control. The conflict was unequal, the issue 
was known when the struggle began. He retained 
his power to bear when he ceased to resist, and his 
endurance continued to the end. Almost indif- 
ferent to his own sufferings, he was patient, and, 
consoling others, died a conqueror. During his 
long illness he uttered no complaint. When talking 
of death, he once said, * It seems hard, mother, to 
die so young.' But it was his to comfort, not to com- 
plain. * Why fret, mother dear ! you see I am not 
unhappy,' he said, two or three days before the 
close of his mortal affiction. To the brink of the 
river we went with him, and then he laid himself 
down and slept; and while we stood round and 
watched, the angel touched him, and like a home- 
ward-bound traveller he arose quickly and crossed 
over — 

To the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above, 
In solemn troops and sweet societies, 
That sing, and singing in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
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" Not often do I talk so much about my loved 
and loving ai-tist boy. He was the first of our 
little company, since Etty left us, to slip off the 
earthly dress and put the heavenly vesture on. So 
virtuous, so dutiful, so faithful -was he, that to him 
in his new home I may say — 

When faith and love, which parted from thee never, 
Had ripened thy just soul to dwell with God, 
Meekly thou didst resign this earthly load 

Of death called life, which us from life doth sever. 

" How intense was his love of nature ! how deep 
his sympathy ! how patiently he followed her ! In 
the little room where his pictures are now hanging, 
I sit and think of the many cheerful hours I have 
spent by his side in lively talk and pleasant antici- 
pation, watching his work, and playing the critic. 
His life was full of quiet incidents, which are now 
dear memories, and every picture has a known and 
loved history. 

" Did you ever feel that sorrow which, admitting 
of no violence, inflicts broken-heartedness ] Such 
was mine when I parted with my loved one. I 
looked for rest and comfort, but could not find 
them. My distress was most moderated when 
wandering among the forest trees, for there I 
seemed to be following him into places where I 
ought to find him. And there I often met him in 
spirit, for I saw nature as he had taught me to 
look at it, and heard again his many quiet and wise 
aphorisms, as he was accustomed to say them. If, 
at these solemn times, I mourned greatly, I also 
bowed myself in heart before my God, and offered 
my supplications from a subdued mind. I felt the 
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influence of the place, and in the most ancient 
earthly temple — one not made with hands — I asked 
for quiet submission and resignation to Divine pro- 
vidence. I came to commune with my lost one, 
and I was met by the Lord. Though my spiritual 
sight was not opened, he spoke to me as truly as 
to Abram on the Plains of Mamre, to Jacob at 
Beth-el, the disciples as they went to Emmaus, or 
to Thomas, when he was taught by the risen 
Master the weakness of unbelief. In the twilight 
of summer evenings I wandered among the old 
trees whose trunks are grey with age and resistance 
to bad weather, and contrasted the brevity of 
human life with the long endurance of those 
vigorous vitalities of the forest. All things die, 
I said. The grand, defiant, old oak, that has shel- 
tered many generations of mankind, has an ap- 
pointed time to live, as well as the plant that 
blossoms in the morning and dies in the night. 
But if the life of the olive is counted by centuries, 
why should man wither so soon and live but half 
his days, coming up like Jonah's gourd, to die at 
sunrise 1 Why should they who know and love 
Nature best, and worship her Creator most serenely, 
be the first to die ? It is a great mystery. 

" But in the forest I saw life springing out of 
death— new Hving forms growing on dead trunks, 
and in the mould that was once the substance of 
things that had life. Nothing is lost; forms 
change, but the life remains, though the organiza- 
tion is decomposed. And the Angel of Mercy 
said to me, as he did to Mary, * Why seek ye the 
living among the dead ? ' Thus did the Lord teach 
and comfort me, preparing my mind for an event 
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still more mysterious, a sorrow which by repetition 
was more unsupportable — 

Eye me, blest Providence, and square my trial 
To my proportioned strength. 

" I have told you," the bereaved father con- 
tinued, " how I wandered among the great forest 
trees of the parks and woodlands, to commime 
with my sorrow and my God, after my first great 
affliction. I had still sons, and one was with me. 
Sympathizing with my grief, he was frequently my 
companion ; and his large, loving heart was ever 
watching for a time to say good words, and bring 
hope back to my fainting heart. When I walked 
slowly, with drooping head, pensive and sorrowful, 
he said to me, * Father ! look up ! he is happy.' 
Blessed were thy words, dear son ; blessed art thou ! 
In the rich promise of his handsome manhood he 
forgot self ; and with all his affections awake to the 
responsibilities of life, he lived to serve and bless 
others. His love to the members of his famUy was 
without bounds, and in the circle of his friends he 
went about doing good. His charity was after the 
pattern described by St. Paul — it was of that kind 
which *suffereth long and is gentle, envieth not, 
vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, doth not 
behave itself unseemly, seeketh not its own, is not 
easily provoked, thinketh no evil, rejoice th not in 
iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth ; beareth all 
things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, en- 
dureth all things.' He projected and nursed schemes 
for the benefit of others, and from no work of love 
did he withhold or withdraw his hand. He chided 
suspicious thoughts, and looked upon life as a large 
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area for diffusing happiness. Did we not well to 
rejoice in such a noble, manly spirit ? We believed 
that he would take a good part in the activities oi 
the world, and be a blessing far beyond the narrow 
stage of his personal friends. 

" Twelve months passed from the day when death 
slowly and iinmerciftilly did his work in our midst, 
though the last blow was given gently ; and during 
that period our noble-hearted Arthur remained with 
us. It was a time of suffering and temptation ; we 
were in the wilderness, and he ministered to us. 
He was to us like an angel of God with a message 
of consolation and peace. Duty at last called him 
away ; and he obeyed the call. We parted with 
him in sorrow and in fear. A dark foreboding ca«t 
a shadow over our hearts. His mother wept, and 
clung to his neck, but he, returning the embrace, 
spoke cheerfully of the future, and promised to come 
quickly and take her to see his new home. Thus 
they parted. I saw him longer. How well do I 
remember the last warm pressure of the hand, the 
last smile, the last * Good-bye, and bless you ! ' 
My judgment was satisfied, and acknowledged the 
apparent success of his perseverance ; and yet I was 
unhappy. I had lost my dear companion — my best 
friend ; and his departure, by * bitter constraint and 
sad occasion dear,' was my trouble. 

" News came to us a few days after he left home, 
and it cheered us. We began to think our fore- 
casts were the fears of our foolish and too fond 
hearts. The tenth day came, and passed us forward 
in quietness another post towards eternity ; and 
we thought of him, and blessed him often. When 
night came, throwing her cooling wings over the 
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heated city, she was greeted by a thousand bright 
stars. Under the peaceful influence of the summer 
evening our sorrowing minds reposed ; but the fleet, 
invisible messenger was then bringing words which, 
like flashes from the clouds, smote and withered our 
souls : * A fatal accident has happened to your son.' 
One shriek from the mother's heart, and we were 
both smitten to the ground, dumb, and only con- 
scious of vitality by the concentration of our agony. 
The first thought to rouse us from the inexpressible 
horror of our mental prostration and grief was 
the desire to fly to him. * Fatal ! not fatal 1 ' we 
thought. * Some hope remains ! something may be 
done by us to relieve suffering ! We may speai to 
him some gentle and comforting words, press him 
again to our hearts, and tell him of the God of 
love. Go we must, and go instantly.' It was too 
late. The last train was far away on its journey, 
well charged with trouble, whatever else it carried. 
The night must be spent in agony, and alone. 

" The fleet messenger who brought the terrible 
news was then despatched to correct or confirm it. 
Hours as long as centuries passed, and no answer 
came. On the platform of the station I waited, 
clinging to the dry possibility which even despair 
may encourage. The midnight train to a place 
of Royal residence moved noiselessly out of the 
dimly- lighted terminus into the bright starlight, 
and then there was sUence, darkness, and soli- 
tude. I was alone, and my spirit strove to break 
through the boundary of the invisible world, and 
go to him or bring him back to me. I called 
and entreated him to make his presence known to 
me, if he could^ by some physical or mental sign. 

H 
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I tried to force myself, laden with sorrow, into 
the presence of immoi'tal souls, that I might seize 
and hold my boy. My cries were impotent. No 
response was made to my insane and faithless 
exclamations. In the storm of human passion 
intercourse has never been opened between an in- 
habitant of this and of the spirit world. The soft 
summer winds might have upbraided me as they 
passed the dark corridors of the deserted station, 
and drew solemn funereal music from the wires 
which had brought words importing sudden and 
violent death ; but I heard them not. Other 
sounds there were none, but the passionate vibra- 
tions of my palpitating heart. 

'' The message for which I had waited came long 
after midnight, when I had returned to the broken- 
hearted mother and the desolated home. It con- 
firmed the words we could not believe, though they 
had smitten us. Helpless and hopeless we passed 
the night, waiting for morning, in the dark valley 
of temptation and despair. ' Can He who ordains 
such unutterable miseries one after another be the 
Creator and loving Father of men 1 Such tortures 
must be inflicted by malignant powers. Curse 
God, and die ! ' * Peace, rebel heart ! be still ! ' the 
Lord said to me, ' it is not thus that he thinks who 
has joined the society of angels.' 

" A few hours more, and we stood weeping over 
the corse of the loved one we had so lately seen in 
health, anticipating prosperity and devising bene- 
volent things. Events passed, we knew not how, 
and we buried him by the side of his brother. As 
we laid the wounded body down in earth, his spirit 
beckoned us to heaven, where we now hope to be 
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received by him and those he joined, when aflBiic- 
tion has done its perfect work, and made us meet 
for the inheritance of the saints in light. 

" What I have suffered, my friends, you cannot 
know, and should you ever pass through like afflic- 
tions your own sorrows will absorb every other 
feeling. When I bought land to bury my dead, I 
did not think the grave would be twice opened in 
scarcely more than a year. Our hearts were break- 
ing when we said, * Grood-bye, dear boy,' to our 
gentle, nature-loving, artist son. But who can tell 
the horror that fell over us when it was said to our 
unprepared hearts, ' He who has been to thee son, 
companion, self sacrificing friend, is also dead ! ' Did 
we not involuntarily exclaim, * Would to God I 
had died for thee, Arthur, my son ? ' 

" By the mercy of God and the influence He 
has tlurown over me, I begin to feel that, though 
some of my children have been taken from me, I 
am not altogether beyond the range of the love 
of my lost ones. When here, they filled my heart 
with joy. Now I think of their lives without a 
painful memory. What do they think of mel 
They know how greatly I loved them. Did I 
love them too well and foolishly? When I sit 
upon some such green bank as once delighted 
them, for from the noise of the city, and feel the 
over-spreading sunlight enticing me to enjoyment 
in the passing hour, I remember times when they 
sat by my side, and my soul trembles, for thoughts 
of them drop over me, as dark as the tomb where 
I have laid them. But words from heaven have 
taught me that if my affections are drawn towards 
our Father's house, where some of my children 

H 2 
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have already arrived, the world is losmg its hold 
of my spirit, and I am preparing myself for the 
change which will hereafter unite us in a state 
where there will be a perpetual life of increasing 
knowledge, holiness, and love. Peace, then, ever- 
more be thine, my children ! and may it be ours, 
when affliction ceases, and time dries up the cur- 
rent of our grief But the wind that flutters over 
thy graves is not more restless than are now the 
hearts that mourn thy departure. 

" If we are Christians, my Mends, the removal 
of our loved ones from this society into the world 
of spirits must weaken the attractions of the terres- 
trial home, and in some degree transfer our love to 
the less fictitious societies they have joined. We 
begin life with troops of friends, and are bound to 
home as the very source and enjoyment of exist- 
ence. We are members of the holiest and most 
permanent of all earthly associations; but time 
dissolves it, and our false security in its protection 
fades away. One falls out, and his place remains 
for ever imoccupied. Should another come, he 
must find a seat as he best may ; the vacant place 
must be unfilled as long as memory continues to 
think kindly of the past. Years move on, and 
those who still linger about the old home talk of 
those who are gone ; and at each fresh departure 
they are made more conscious how much of the 
home feeling has been transferred to another so- 
ciety in another world, by the I'emoval of those to 
whom they still give names of fond aflection. 
* Lover and friend,* they say, * thou hast put far 
from \is.' And at last, when the head is grey, and 
the step infirm, not more than two or three sit 
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down to talk about what they remember. With 
side glances spying the nakedness of the land, they 
count again and again on their fingers, unconscious 
of their sad employment, the few who remain of 
the many who made up the home of their early 
and mid-life societies ; and they look wistfully 
across the deep river to the bright country where 
a new home has been formed by those who have 
migrated from the old one. As heartsore folk, 
who have given their childrfen to a foreign shore, 
desire to embark and rejoin them in the strange 
land, so those who linger about a dissolving earth- 
bom society after many have departed, anticipate 
their union with the heavenly communion. The 
love of time decreases as the desire for spiritual 
things increases. And little cause is there to grieve 
over the sorrows of a troubled life, if, when the 
Summoner comes, we can fold our hands and die in 
peace.'* 

The church bells were ringing when this sad 
history was closed. As we walked together to the 
venerable house where our forefathers worshipped, 
and which was to us a spiritual home, I called to 
mind the words of the patriarch Job, " Is there 
not an appointed time to man on the earth ? Are 
not his days also like the days of an hireling?" 
But my aged friend concluded the interview in a 
Christian and hopeful spirit. "While we bend 
under the weight of the sorrows of this life," he 
said, " let us be careful to keep hold of our confi- 
dence in the words of our Divine Master, * I am 
the resurrection, and the life : he that believeth in 
me, though he were dead, yet shall he live ; and who- 
soever liveth and believeth in me shall never die.' " 
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CHAPTER TI. 

FEAR GOD, AND KEEP HIS COMMANDMENTS. 

When the sun was fast approaching the west, and 
the heat of a sultry day was moderated by the cool 
airs of evening, already stirring among the leaves 
on the top branches of the ash-trees and elms; 
when the cattle were leaving the shelter of the 
groves and hedge-rows by the side of ponds and 
brooks, and wandering about the meadows for the 
sweetest pasture ; and when all living creatures 
were waJang from mid-day sleep — ^the church bells 
were trolling an evening hymn to close the Sab- 
bath services, and the sweet sounds, known like a 
mother's voice in the valleys round about, fell 
softly and pleasantly on every native ear. I was 
then sitting with my wife in the summer-house, 
where her father had found us in the morning ; and 
there he again came to fulfil a promise he had 
made at an earlier hour of the day. At the im- 
portunate request of his daughter, he had consented 
to tell us the story of his life. I have often thought 
it strange that she should have extorted this con- 
fession, for she knew that I sometimes commented 
freely upon the religious doctrines which had the 
strongest influence on his mind. But she also 
knew that if I ventured an opinion opposed to his 
convictions, it would be with that deep respect 
which admits of no undue freedom with another 
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man's religious earnestness ; and that I was suffi- 
ciently influenced by a consciousness of responsi- 
bility to speak with caution and reserve on subjects 
of such momentous importance. 

Nor was this the only reason why she might 
have avoided such an interview. She knew that I 
listened with scant attention to those egotistical re- 
ligious autobiographies called experiences ; but she 
also knew my great respect for the candour, sin- 
cerity, and religious earnestness of her father. 
When a man, whoever he may be, gives a history 
of the struggles of his soul with unbelief and sin, 
he accepts, I think, a task almost too solemn to be 
expressed in words, and certainly too sacred to 
permit a deviation fi'om the truth by so much as 
a florid expression. The thoughts and feelings of 
a human soul are too personal to be exposed to a 
careless or unsympathetic acquaintance. A man 
who can obtrude his egotism, may not hesitate to 
publish, with what reservation no one cares to 
inquire, the natural history of his former infirmi- 
ties and sins, in contrast with his present virtues. 
He may talk of himself and his mistakes, with the 
pleasing consciousness of having gained some degree 
of public attention. But he is not to be envied, if 
the conditions of the soul, and the remembrance of 
its aspirations, disappointments, and temptations, 
are not sacred. They appear to me like consecrated 
vessels in the Holy of Holies, into which the High 
Priest went alone, at set times, and in ordained 
garments. A man's thoughts about his relation to 
the codes of moral law, and to the God who pub- 
lished them, cannot without violence be brought 
out of their tabernacle to be gazed at by the pro- 
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fane. When the vessels and ornaments set apart 
for sacred uses were placed on the tables of sensu- 
ality, the handwriting appeared on the wall of the 
banqueting-room. Flowers collapse when they feel 
the coldness of an ungenial atmosphere, and 
modesty shrinks from the presence of an impure 
thought. And is not the sanctified soul too sen- 
sitive to permit an inquisition or impertinent exa- 
mination of its history and condition 1 And is 
there not reason to doubt the religion of a man 
who exhibits himself, as it were, on parade ground, 
to the gaze of people who are attracted by the mis- 
takes and antics of the foolish, or the marchings 
and gay uniforms of the proud 1 

Under the influence of such feelings and opin- 
ions, I sat down to listen to the old man^s recollec- 
tions of life. How far my fears were justified by 
what I heard, the reader will discover. . 

" I have not been much troubled," said the 
Squire, " by that which is to many men the busi- 
ness of life ; I mean the art of getting and keeping 
money. I have never known the necessity of 
working to supply my daily wants, nor have any 
of my troubles grown out of a love of money and 
the things it represents. A desire for more than is 
convenient, and the making haste to be rich, have 
not been my besetting sins. A small patrimony 
supplied my wants and satisfied my ambition. My 
anxieties have arisen out of questions affecting 
human character and its relations to "the future. 
My wrestlings have not of late been with flesh and 
blood, but with the principalities and powers of 
the spiritual world, with the innate sins of my 
nature, the doubts, fears, and actual trangressions 
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of my daily life, and my power of resistance to 
spiritual temptations from without. The terrors 
of death and the grave have had me in bondage ; 
I have heard the Lord's voice, and have been 
afraid. I have felt the torments of a guilty con- 
science, and have cried out, * What have I to 
do with thee, Jesus, thou Son of God Most High ? 
I beseech Thee, torment me not ! ' 

" My life began wrong. Like many another way- 
ward creature, I wriggled myself from under my 
mother's brooding care, and left the soft lining of 
my nest to try my unpinioned wings in a wintry 
sky and on a stormy sea. From the generous care 
of my tutors, and the anxious heart of my mother, I 
went, with a sadder spirit, and a more painful anti- 
cipation of a suffering life, than my pride acknow- 
ledged, to wear the naval uniform, and learn the 
vices of a midshipman and the art of seamanship. 
In a frigate, during a time of war, I ' was brought 
into scenes which frightened me by their gross and 
enormous wickedness. The miserable tenements 
and outposts of a great city, and the people who 
inhabit them, are not more unlike the sumptuous 
palaces in its parks, and the people who inhabit 
them, than was the society of the frigate unlike 
that in which I had been nurtured. Right feel- 
ing was not unknown, honour wa<s punctiliously 
obeyed, and I have seen hard-featured, rough- 
handed men do acts of kindness from which women 
might have learned gentleness ; but there was an 
offensive defiance of the God of Heaven, an inso- 
lent contempt for Divine law, and a perpetual 
blasphemy of the Divine name and character. The 
ship might ' have been laden with curses. The 
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threatened wrath of heaven, and eternal condemna- 
tion, were invoked by all my companions. 

« These utterances terrified me, and for a time I 
prayed earnestly to be taken out of the hell in 
which I dwelt The discipline, so admirable and 
so indispensable, was not galling, for I had been 
taught obedience to my superiors, and respect to all 
men. But I doubted whether I ought to be silent 
when God's awful name was taken in vain, though 
severe punishment would have instantly followed 
such an act of insubordination and disrespect as I 
contemplated. My aversion to the gross sins and 
foul language of my shipmates was not the result 
of any spiritual or di^-ine principle within me, but 
of a sudden check to my habits of thought, and 
what would be called the prejudices of education. 
So time effected a change I did not anticipate. 
The oaths and blasphemous phrases which offended 
me lost their strangeness, and before I had learned 
the elements of my duty I became accustomed to 
the words in which it was taught. From bad to 
worse was my course, until I joined heartily in the 
sin and riot of the youth with whom I associated, 
and at last became remarkable for the grossness 
and vulgarity of my impiety. Thus I lived with- 
out God, but often troubled by my mother^s 
parting words, * Fear God, and keep His command- 
ments.' 

" In this state of mind, I witnessed and took 
part in a stubborn sea-fight, and as cowardice^ was 
not my infirmity, I was as bold as other young 
officers in the fearful struggle. Many of my com- 
panions fell, and when the enemy struck colours, 
the deck of the ship with which we grappled was 
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covered with the bodies of the dead and dying. I 
was one of the few officers who had escaped with- 
out a wound. God mercifully spared me, though I 
dishonoured Him ; He had pity on me, though I 
asked Him to curse me. The fearful scenes which 
I then, and for some time after witnessed, might 
have restored, if any external influence could have 
done so, the solemn thoughts of death and judg- 
ment impressed on my mind by early education. 
But the physical courage which supported every 
man during the fight was followed by a spirit of 
bravado, an assumed indifference to every kind of 
suffering, an heroic repression of bodily pain and 
mental anguish, unfavourable to the softening and 
converting influence of the Divine Spirit. 

** Another change came over our proud hearts. 
The unnatural assumption of gaiety in the presence 
of death and suffering, and the attempt to appear 
happy when our hearts were breaking with anxiety 
and sorrow, could not continue. A profound me- 
lancholy seized us, and a painful silence followed 
the uproar of battle and the insolence of conquest. 
Orders were given briefly, without threatening, and 
they were executed silently, with neither alacrity nor 
reluctance. We thought of our dead companions ; 
we heard the groans and broken prayers of our 
wounded shipmates, and asked ourselves how and 
when we should die. We thought of the cruel 
acts we had done, and the frightful scenes we had 
witnessed. The Divine promises we had laughed 
at, as old wives' tales, we would have appropiiated, 
if we had dared ; the prayers we had learned in 
childhood, but had ceased to repeat, we would have 
offered to the Almighty, if we had not dishonoured 
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and insulted Him. Sentences and phrases, which 
would not fit into our discourse when it was sea- 
soned with blasphemy and intermixed with oaths, 
came constantly into the conversation of those who 
were familiar with the phraseology of the Bible. 
The change was for a time healthy, even to those 
who afterwards returned to the habits and language 
of the cockpit. With regard to myself, conscience 
was awakened, and, being self-condemned, memory 
presented one confirmatory declaration after an- 
other in proof of my guilt, and in anticipa- 
tion of my punishment. While in this state 
of mind, the solemn impression was deepened 
by an event — for such I must call it — which, 
however strange and however like an effect of im- 
agination and home influence, was beneficial in 
the incipient change of mind, which was not com- 
pleted till after I had passed through a long 
series of doubts, and frequent suspensions of hope. 
Day after day I was restless, halting between a 
desire to confess my sins and seek the Lord, if 
haply I might find Him, and the temptation to eat, 
drmk, and be merry. In this iri'esolute and most 
irreligious state of mind, I was always glad to 
escape solemn thought in the necessities of duty. 
But this was not always possible. One such occa- 
sion I remember more distinctly than others. Sleep 
had refused to bring oblivion for a few short hours, 
and I heard, with a feeling of relief, my call to the 
morning watch. The sea was as beautiful and quiet 
as a babe nestling on her mother's breast, smiling in 
her sleep, and rejoicing in her beauty. In my sight 
the sky was never more full of stars, nor did they ever 
shine with more exceeding brightness, sparkling as 
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if they would gladden the sea in the absence of the 
moon, and entice it from ever restlessly following 
the pale Lady of the Night. The ship was almost 
motionless, though a soft breeze was sighing aloft, 
and the waves were playing around the ship, gently 
laving her bruised and splintered sides. The scene, 
the hour, and my own anxieties, invited me to 
calm thought ; while memor}', producing many past 
events and the words which had so often condemned 
me, *Fear God, and. keep His commandments,' 
caused a more gentle influence to fall on my rest- 
less and doubting spirit. The soft breath of night 
fanned my feverish brow, and her beauty touched 
my heart. lioving and hoping thoughts came to 
me, my indecision passed away, and an unuttered 
prayer rose from my heart to the mercy-seat. It 
was heard in heaven ; it pervaded all places where 
spiritual good dwells ; and peace descended on me 
from the Holy One. I felt like a traveller, who, 
having carried his burden all day, throws it from 
his back to the floor of his dwelling. With that 
contentment and repose which follows the cessation 
of violent pain, I thought of past suffering, and 
anticipated a new life. But as I stood leaning 
against the bulwarks, looking out to sea in the 
ship's wake, I became so impressed by a feeling of 
the presence of my mother, that if I had seen her 
approaching, or standing by my side, I could not 
have been more conscious of her nearness. To be 
with her had always been my greatest enjoyment, 
and my first impulse in every interview was to 
throw myself into her arms. I had then the same 
almost irresistible feeling, though I looked into the 
transparent and shapeless air. You may think, my 
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Amy, that I was deceived by love and imagination, 
and that there was no special communion between 
our spirits. I do not think so. By what power 
she was drawn towards, or sent to me, I cannot 
know, but that there was a holy interchange of 
thought at that moment I do not doubt. 

" On my return home I heard of her death. I 
wonder whether a man ever lived to hear the 
terrible announcement, ' Thy mother is dead,' with- 
out feeling a check in the current of his being. It 
is a dreadful thing to know that a woman who has 
given birth to a man is dead. When I heard that 
she who gave me life had ceased to live, I felt that 
the chain which connected me with a long series 
of past vitalities had been unlinked. 

" My father was heart-broken by the death of 
my mother, for he loved her tenderly ; and as she 
was the partner of his life, he was more anxious to 
follow her to heaven than to live in the memory of 
her uncommon virtues. By his desire I resigned 
my commission, and leffc the service. He was 
anxious that I should abandon a dangerous pro- 
fession, and return home to him ; my desire was to 
escape the profligate society in which I had lived. 
My religious sentiments had been outraged, though 
habit had for a iime reconciled me to the grossness 
of a wicked life. As a bird escaped from the 
fascination of a deadly enemy is frightened by the 
wind sighing in the bush which had covered the 
intended attack, so I desired release from every 
object associated with my life at sea. 

" After watching for a few months the sick-bed 
of my father, I saw him die. And then I waa 
alone. He had received the testimony of the 
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Spirit, and for me he made his last application to 
his God. Is there not a deep solemnity in the 
thought — the last prayer of a dying saint was 
offered for me ! Being under legal age, though 
within a few months of manhood, I was, for a 
time, under the control of guardians; but they 
were careless, and I was permitted to nurse my 
afflictions alone. 

" The serious thoughts excited by the frightful 
scenes through which I had passed during the sea- 
tight, the death of so many of my shipmates, and 
the sufferings of so many more, who in a moment 
of health and passion were wounded, maimed, and 
deprived of all future hope of health and comfort- 
able existence — were not such as result from the 
common troubles of life, and disappear like streaks 
of black cloud with the first burst of sunshine. 
We had seen the ship of the enemy, during the 
night preceding the fight, looming through the 
mist like a spectral and monstrous shape, and it 
was to many a warning of coming horrors or speedy 
death. Then followed in quick succession the 
solemn and noiseless spiritual presence of my 
mother, for such I believe to have been the cause 
of my singular feelings during the memorable 
night-watch soon after the fight, the news of her 
death on my arrival home, and the death and burial 
of my father. If, after a succession of events so 
calculated to excite intense emotion and produce 
thoughtfulness, I had remained indifferent to na- 
tural feeling and to the necessity of serious reflec- 
tion, I should have proved myself insensible to a 
large class of the events by which men are called 
to thought and repentance. But to be serious is 
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not necessarily to have just thoughts of God 
and of our relations to Him. A subdued spirit 
is not always a renewed one. Without attempt- 
ing a strict analysis of my mind at this period 
of my life, I may describe it as a state of severe 
suffering from domestic events, and an abiding 
fear of the future life, arising from a consciousness 
of sin; a belief in the necessity of regeneration, 
as well as forgiveness ; and an uncertainty as to 
the means by which pardon, and that spiritual con- 
dition represented by the term new birth, can be 
obtained. I earnestly asked, * What shall I do to 
be saved 1 ' and I went to many teachers for a 
reply. Instead of doing, I was thinking. Instead 
of bringing forth fruits meet for repentance, I was 
sowing doubt, and expecting to grow a manly, de- 
cisive faith. I may have been earnest enough in 
inquiring. Is repentance suflficient for forgiveness 1 
and, In what does repentance consist? I may 
have had a sincere desire to obtain peace with 
God, and a full assurance of faith, so that I might 
live without a fear of death, and with a confidence 
in the promised possession of eternal life ; but what 
I ought to believe, or do, or suffer, for the posses- 
sion of these, I had not discovered. I was like an 
insect that flies from flower to flower all day long, 
and thinks he is coming nearer to the coveted 
brightness of the sun, till night drops down to 
earth, and he then, undeceived, creeps in fright and 
despair into the flower from which he had drawn 
the last drop of honey, to wait till the night is 
gone and the daystar has again risen. 

" When a man who is earnest about his salvation 
is only led into greater doubt by anxious thought 
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and researcli, there must be error in the statement 
of the subject of investigation, or singular indeci- 
sion and incapability in the man who pursues the 
inquiry. He suffers a condition of suspense, but 
to observers he appears not the less imbecile be- 
cause he is honest. Looking back upon this period 
of my mental history, I perceive that I was self- 
deceived ; for while earnestly, as I thought, asking 
my way to the Heavenly City, I was really trying to 
find it without a guide, and believed myself able to 
make a road if I could not find one. I explored 
many blind paths, and was caught in many snares. 
But my vain and independent spirit, being un- 
subdued by disappointment, early learnt to feel a 
pleasure in making attempts and experiments which 
brought me no nearer to the acceptance of the way 
of salvation, described, as I now believe, by St. 
Paul. I did not tumble into a Slough of Despond, 
from an exa£;serated estimate of the importance of 
technical Sadictions in the sacred Wks, but I 
could not, from the books themselves, form a con- 
sistent philosophical scheme of salvation. 

^' After months of disquietude in pursuit of a 
confidence I did not obtain, and could not profess, 
a change of place and scene became necessary for 
health sake ; and I resolved to visit some foreign 
countries, to examine the creeds of other nations, 
and see the influence of other faiths upon the social 
conditions and individual Uves of the people who 
professed them. This, jou may say, was the pro- 
ject of a curious rather than of an anxious man — 
of one who had a better claim to the title of a 
philosopher than to that of a Christian ; but it 
was also a mode of inquiry by comparison, and 
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every process of investigation was justified by the 
infinite importance of the subject, so long as there 
remained a clear perception of the solemn and 
infinite issues involved in the result. 

^' My travels in Eastern countries went far beyond 
the route I proposed to myself when I left England ; 
but neither the excitement of my journeys, nor the 
novelty of my ever-changing relations to strange 
people, drew me away from the one oppressive 
thought that gave a motive to my wanderings. I 
did not, as you will believe, discover a theology 
more satisfisu^tory to the intellect, or more suitable 
to the moral and religious necessities of man, than 
the Christian Mth ; but I found beliefs and customs 
growing out of reverence for a Supreme Being, 
anxiety about a future life, and a conscious want of 
salvation from sin and anticipated punishments. 
Sympathy for my fellow-men was then strongly 
excited, and there were constant claims upon the 
activity of the benevolent feelings. Having visited 
Egypt and the Holy Land, I turned myself towards 
India, with a desire to explore the then recently- 
discovered philosophies of the Hindus. The time 
of my visit was opportune, and I was favoured with 
the guidance of men who knew how my object could 
be most successfully followed." 

" A more interesting subject of research," I said, 
" you could not have chosen. The history of the 
religions of the ancient people of India carries us 
back to a dim antiquity, and, both by comparison 
and illustration, it throws light upon the Jewish 
Scriptures." 

" The people are ancient," the Squire replied ; 
" and their religions or philosophies are as ciuious 
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as their records are valuable, if we leave out of con- 
sideration the ignorance of Grod which has afflicted 
the race for many generations. But you will be 
scarcely prepared to admit, without inquiry, that 
the interest of the Hindoo speculations chiefly de- 
pends on the discovery that the bold, boasting philo- 
sophies of modern Europe are but repetitions of 
the worn-out metaphysical systems of ancient Asia. 
It is strange, bub true." 

" From the present appearance of the people of 
India, as reported by travellers, we should not," I 
said, "expect to find a valuable literature among 
their records, much less serious attempts to answer 
the great religious questions which have presented 
themselves again and again to thinking men of 
every nation." 

" I could not be many days in India," the old 
man replied, " without seeing that the people were 
the victims of a diagusting Ld degradiag idolatry 
— ^that they worshipped uncouth and ugly forms 
carved in wood or stone, and prayed to unknown 
gods created by the vulgar fancies of ignorance and 
vice. There may have been good philosophy under 
this base exterior, but I did not discover it. With 
such idolatrous modes of acknowledging man's in- 
stinctive reverence of a Supreme Being I was 
familiar ; and the disgust I felt for the Hindoo 
worship may have been more a matter of taste 
than of principle. A man who looks with extreme 
contempt at the carved images of Buddha and 
Vishnu in an Indian temple may linger before 
a Greek sculpture, and admire the beauty and 
grace of a Diana, or the masculine firmness and 
power of a Jupiter ; though the worship of one 
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will be to him as xmhallowed as the lites ci the 
other. 

'' When. I visited IndLa^ childreiL weiie drowned 
in the Ganges bj their mothers, widows were 
burned on the pyres of their husbands, and men 
were crashed to death nnder the can of blood- 
stained idols. Eveiy religions act was cmel or 
vicious. The licentions practices — ^too gross to be 
described — of some sects were permitted, if not 
approved ; and naked mendicants, who wandered 
about in a state of perpetual intoxication, drinking 
raw spirits from human skulls, were received by 
the people as holy persons. Every day I saw men 
who had deformed their bodies for propitiatory 
service, believing that the sufferings wluch precede 
permanent voluntary distortion are meritorious, and 
sanctify the souL" 

<<A man must have a base conception of the 
Divine character," I said, "who believes that he 
can by self-inflicted pain merit the approval of 
God. To create an evil that we may exercise our 
superior virtue, may be consistent with the idea of 
an ultimate absorption into a passive, passionless 
consciousness, but it is an offence to our conception 
of a personal and holy God. Man must bear with 
patience the pain that comes upon him, but he is 
not permitted to afflict himsel£ €rod ordains, it 
4S man's duty to submit and work, watching the 
springs of his moral life." 

"What you say is true," the Squire replied. 
"^When I saw men bowing down to idols, or 
torturing themselves to obtain a reputation for 
sanctity, I said to myself: It is not thus that 
troubled souls can be comforted or come to a sore 



FEAR OOD. 125 

and certain hope of eternal rest ; that the ignorant 
can learn heavenly wisdom ; that the slavish bonds 
and burden of sin can be thrown off; that poverty 
or wealth, and the temptations which de&aud the 
soul of present peace, strengthen the fear of death, 
and hide the future life in an impenetrable black- 
ness, can be made to yield the peaceable fruits of 
righteousness. I knew this, but I had not then 
been taught that the Gospel of Christ is the only 
light that can dispel the darkness and desolation 
of human nature. 

" But I must proceed with my personal history. 
What remains to be told of my struggle with in- 
decision and unbelief is connected with the termi- 
nation of my journey, which was to me more 
important than its progress. 

«When in the jungle, and approaching the 
eastern coast of India, without warning, and 
without sensible cause, I was smitten by Hhe 
pestilence that walketh in darkness,' and in a few 
hours wrapped in the dry heat of fever. I had 
performed my long journey without a companion — 
that is to say, an associate in the usual sense of 
an equal — ^but I had been attended by a Mthful 
European servant of my own age, who had been 
devoted to me in boyhood, and had always, in ac- 
knowledgment of many self-saciiflces, been treated 
with cordiality and confidence. With great con- 
stancy and devotion, and without pretension to 
superior intelligence or virtue, that man under- 
went fatigue and suffering, feiced dangers, with- 
stood oppression, repelled insults, and sheltered 
me from many of the annoyances which fall daily 
upon travellers in countries partially ^cultivated. 
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and among people whose habits are more barbarous 
than civilized. The probability of accident or ill- 
ness was of course familiar to my mind, for the 
wayfarer must be constantly reminded of his 
danger. But the certainty that my servant would 
not abandon me so long as he was capable of attend- 
ance, prevented anxiety when I thought of our 
exposure to the subtle influences of climate, the 
violence of wild animals, and the cruelty of man. 
I knew that he would stand courageously by my 
side, and I could trust myself with the same duty 
to Mm ; so none of those dangers troubled me. I 
had an object, and I followed it, believing that 
the Almighty would grant me His protection 
in consideration of the purpose of my heart 
According to my present faith, it was a poor 
foundation for such a trust ; but the hand of the 
Lord protected me through my long journeys till 
reason had done its work, and then His Spirit 
showed me the weakness and uncertainty of that 
upon which I had placed all my dependence, to the 
exclusion of every other principle and emotion of 
the mind. My long and painful pilgrimage had 
taught me that if eternal truth and the way of 
salvation were not to be found in the Gospel of 
peace, they certainly were not contained in the 
dogmas of any of the atheisms and polytheisms 
with which I had become acquainted. This was 
the conviction, the knowledge I was carrying 
homeward as the produce of my travel, when the 
Lord gave pestilence its commission. In the 
terrible surge of the life-wave, in the rushing of 
the stream upon the floodgates, I lost conscious- 
ness ; and from that moment, without feeling and 
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without "will, I was like a frail plant uprooted 
frx)m its sheltered nook in the flower-bank, and 
cast on the fiery desert; for I was the victim of 
circumstances and conditions I did not produce, 
and could not resist. The attack was violent ; but 
I passed through the successive stages of the 
disease unscathed, without permanent injury to 
mind or body. When reason returned, I was lying 
in a state of complete exhaustion in a strange 
room, attended by a Hindoo. With some such 
attempt to recover rational consciousness and 
to restore the supremacy of memory as we make 
when suddenly awoke from a sound sleep, 1 
attempted to turn back the hands of the dial- 
plate of life, and recall the past ; but I fiEiiled to 
move them. I was conscious of the present, 
but the past had been separated from me by a 
thick haze, through which only the largest and 
highest objects could be seen, obscured and un- 
defined, as unshaped glooms, and not as definite 
forms. My attendant saw and understood my con- 
dition. He knew that the recognition of familiar 
objects would restore memory, that the old pic- 
tures would then re-appear,* and the old melodies 
once more stir my inner life. And so it was. 
Domestic objects and the familiar face of my 
servant suggested thoughts of home, and so re- 
stored my former being, with all the scenery of 
events in which it had existed ; just as the gentle 
shower and glad sunshine cover the arid and 
blackened shrub with leaf and blossom, and bring 
back verdure to the frostbitten vegetation. 

" My restoration to health was slow, for the 
vital power was weakened^ and the feeling of de- 
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pression was excessive. But there are times in the 
life of a man when he may be thankful for any 
circumstance that gives him motive and oppor- 
tunity for a new course of thought. It is a good 
thing to get out of the crowd and rest, to escape 
the monotonous hum of the streets, and the sus- 
picions of the office. How much more necessary 
is it, when the heart is trembling with doubt, and 
the intellect, like a well-poised balance, is turned 
by a breath, that there ^ould be silence and se- 
clusion. This I felt ; and with the feeling I had 
the consciousness that I had been perilously near 
the spiritual world in the reach I hsT^ mlde in 
the river of life. Such a conviction was calculated 
to produce earnestness of thought, and that anxiety 
which i^ evident in a watchful restlessness of the 
eye and a haggard expression of face. My belief 
in a future state, and the necessity of a moral, un- 
selfish life, had not at any period of my indecision 
been shaken ; but in what way a human soul could 
receive pardon for sin, regeneration, and an assur- 
ance of forgiveness, was the doubt that troubled 
me ; and a doubt it remained. But while the in- 
tellect refused to be satisfied, it contemptuously 
rejected every hope that had not its origin in 
Christianity. 

" At this time, and from the lips of an un- 
learned, low-caste Hindoo, who had been one of 
my watchers in the days of my extremity, T heard, 
as I had been told a thousand times before, that 
faith is the gift of God, and Christ its object. A 
gleam of heavenly light at that moment fell on my 
soul. It was like a sunbeam darting through a 
fissure in the dense storm-clouds — the first promise 
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of that broad light wliicli spreads over the land- 
scape when the storm is overpast, and serenity and 
joy return to weeping nature. Light thus came 
to me ; but the clouds closed again, and darkness 
followed. Thus doubt and despair for a time 
struggled tempestuously to resist the progress of 
the rays of truth, £dling on me from the Sun of 
Righteousness. When the conflict seemed doubtful, 
I heard the apostolic assurance, so cheerful to the 
timid soul of an enlightened man, ' Cknl is m 
Christ reconciling the world to himself.' Strange I 
but how convincingly true to every thinking man ! 
A revolted world is reconciled by the Lord to His 
Heavenly Father. 

^^ Since peace came to me, I have been trying to 
follow Christ. It has been with timid and feeble 
step ; but I have been following, the Master himself 
hd^ing and supporting me. He has been merciful 
to me in many things, but chiefly in giving to me 
a companion who, by her gentle teaching, enabled 
me to obtain a clearer perception of Divine truth 
and a more perfect knowledge of the way of salva- 
tion. When I was groping in the dim light of the 
dawn of the day I have since enjoyed, and per- 
ceived truth, from the defects of my vision, in im- 
perfect forms, like the blind man of Bethsaida, 
who ' saw men as trees walking,' she led me to 
' the Light that enlighteneth every man that 
Cometh into the world.' She taught me to be 
silent, and hear the small, still voice in my own 
conscience testifying to Christ as my Lord. To 
her, as the human instrument in the Divine hand, 
I owe my entire release from doubt, and my re- 
conciliation to God through Christ by the gentle 
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teacMng of the Spirit ; and I have now the com- 
forting hope that with her I am * growing in. 
grace/ and that by God*s infinite mercy we shall 
not be without a portion in the inheritwice of the 
saints, having been taught to ' fear Grod, and keep 
His commandments/ " 

In some such terms as these, though too much 
expressed in my own words, the old man spoke of 
himself If there be, as many men assert, any 
stiffness and conceit, any tendency to a pharisaical 
spirit, any harsh and injurious judgment, of other 
men's lives and characters, any assumption of supe- 
rior virtue and piety, any presumption, in the doc- 
trine of special election by Divine grace, and the 
other dogmas of the theological system he adopted, 
he escaped its social cold-heartedness and want of 
charity, and received such benefits as are conferred 
on character by the assumed possession of truths, 
able to make those who by grace accept them 
" wise unto salvation." Thrice happy is he who, 
with such a conviction, possesses a genial disposi- 
tion, a yielding temper, a benevolent heart, and a 
self-sacrificing charity, adorning the doctrine of 
God his Saviour in all things, and making his 
spiritual life an influence as well as a profession. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THERE IS A NATURAL BODY AND THERE IS, A 

SPIRITUAL BODY. 

When the shadows of the mountain tops fell into 
the valleys, when the evening light softened the 
landscape, and flakes of coloured cloud appeared on 
the blue sky, the Sabbath eve, like an angel of 
mercy, was carrying the prayers and services of 
himible souls to the throne of the Heavenly 
Father. At that hour my host invited me to an 
evening walk. The cool and pleasant air, after a 
noon of tropical heat, the fragrant country, the 
beautiful landscape, and, above all, the solemn, 
overawing, everlasting hills, magnificently coloured 
by the setting sun, before night swathed them in 
the dun robes of darkness, made me willing to 
leave the cottage and pleasant gardens of my vener- 
able friend, and follow him into the free, enticing 
country. He took the path leading to the church 
where we had that day worshipped ; and though I 
was ignorant of a reason for choosing that direction 
in preference to another, it was the one I should 
from habit have followed. The house of God was 
sanctified to us by many solemn recollections and 
ancient traditions ; and the spot on which it stood 
was the loveliest in the valleys — ^a place where the 
more thoughtful of the villagers frequently re- 
newed the impressions produced by the pleasant 
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landscapes, the scenes they suggested, and the 
events they recalled. 

On our way we passed through fields ready for 
the scythe, and near many trim cottages, with their 
wellnstocked gardens, to the foot of the hill on 
which the church stands, . and were saluted with 
those satisfied summer evening sounds which speak 
of past enjoyments and the approach of Gslm^ 
strength-restoring night. But we were silent. I 
was too occupied with my thoughts to break the 
peace of my friend ; he too kind to interfere with 
mine. The scenes I had witnessed, the histories I 
had heard, and the solemn reflections they sug- 
gested, directed my mind to subjects of eternal 
moment. The mystery of life, the compound na- 
ture of man, the purport of his being, the relation 
of the present life to the future, and the essential 
beliefs, influences, and activities of true religion, 
appeared to me, then, the only subjects worthy of 
thought. A willing and interested observer of the 
pictures the mind created, I was only partially con- 
scious of the exterior world, which holds me often 
with an imresutted, loving hand. But now, scarcely 
conscious of a material existence, I received oblique 
and indirect communications from the £itmiliar 
forms and Protean colours of natural objects. 
Whether my companion was occupied by his own 
thoughts or unwilling to disturb mine I do not 
know, but he allowed me to saunter behind him 
with a silence he might have attributed to ill- 
humour or a want of courtesy. 

As we approached the church, I was roused from 
my reverie by well-known voices. The Vicar and 
the Antiquary were in earnest conversation. They 
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sat on a rising ground overlooking the churcli- 
yard, under the dark shadow of a large elm-tree. 
The Wanderer, as an interested listener, stood near, 
anxiously pondering the thoughts they expressed. 
From no part of the hiUs was the landscape so well 
seen when glowing with the tints of evening as 
from the spot our friends had chosen. Men tra- 
velled fiir to spend there an hour at sunset, that 
they might see the beautiful valley in heaven's richest 
tints, and in the solemn contrast of light and shade. 
At one end it opened on distant plains; at the other 
it terminated in glens and ravines, among sloping 
hills and rough, unpastured mountains. To the 
people who lived in hamlets and villages round 
about, and were fetmiliar with the character of the 
district, it was the landscape of home; and to this 
spot they came, when disposed to wander with 
their families for pastime and change, remembering 
how their hearts had rejoiced when they looked 
upon the purple-tinted mountains, rising into the 
golden glories of the heavens. But the hearts of 
many of them dwelt in the graveyard hard by, 
where they had little fees of their own. And as 
they sat gazing at the glories of evening, they lis- 
tened to the sighing zephyr as it waved its wings 
over the hillocks, and heard well-known voices 

ain giTig — 

And thou shalt walk in soft white light, with kings and 

priests abroad, 
And thou shalt summer high in bliss upon the hills of 

God. 

The Vicar was speaking when we joined the 
little party ; and as we required no other welcome 
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When Ids employer died he threw off his dis- 
guise. He first foreclosed a small mortgage — ^how 
obtained no one knew— upon a portion of the 
manorial rights, and during a time of legal con- 
fusion and short-sightedness he obtained possession. 
The seeds he had sown bore fruit each according 
to its kind. By demanding immediate payment 
of the people to whom he had lent money on 
similar security, he became in a few months the 
legal proprietor of many small freeholds at a price 
far less than their value. Among the properties 
thus obtained by the village usiurer was one that 
had belonged to a widow lady and her daughter, 
who had lived sparingly and contentedly upon a 
small income in their own house. They were, as 
you will believe, the least resisting of his victims ; 
for inexperienced women cannot resist golden temp- 
tations, when offei'ed with apparent generosity. 
You can guess the sequel. They were entrapped, 
and he had no compassion. Their property became 
his j and in fear and broken-heartedness the widow 
died. With little provision for the future, the 
daughter, when left alone, lost confidence, energy, 
and health. Grief produced illness, and before the 
year closed her life was well-nigh spent. After a 
few months of suffering she died, and her end was 
Christian serenity, forgiveness, and peaca She 
lies with her mother in that grave on which the 
sun is now throwing his last lingering rays. I 
baptized her in infancy ; I watched her as she grew 
up in beauty by the side of her too fond mother.; 
I visited her frequently during her illness, and I 
stood by her bedside when, in a coughing fit, sup- 
ported by her attendants, she bowed her head and 
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died, resting her Mth and hope on Him who is 
the Kesurrection and the Life. 

" The man who had, in thus possessing himself 
of the inheritance of the widow and the fetherless, 
deprived them of life, could not retain what he 
had gained. He would have given all for a re- 
prieve, but it did not come. He died, and lies 
with his victims around him. You think of him 
with disgust, as a cold-hearted, selfish man; but 
there was a redeeming quality in even his charac- 
ter. He began to save money that he might help 
his poverty-stricken mother; and it was not till 
after the death of his wife that gentleness withered 
in his heart, and he became a miser. To com- 
plete my story, I may tell you that the ill-gotten 
wealth was squandered in extravagance and law- 
suits, and the son of the envied man of money 
is now abandoned by the companions who ruined 
him. 

" I could tell you histories more romantic and ex- 
citing, but not more suggestive, than this common- 
place story, of the existence of an active principle 
of justice in Divine providence. The wrong in the 
life of a covetous old man overcame the right in 
the life of a weak Christian lady — ^vice gained, and 
rejoiced ; virtue lost, and suffered. But death took 
the oppressed from her sorrows and the oppressor 
from his gaii«. And now they Ue side by side- 
the one without fear, and the other without shame, 
where the rich hath no more honour than the poor." 

" How trite and how true," the Antiquary re- 
plied. " The companionship of death is strange. 
The doer and the sufferer lie in the same acre; 
and men who hated or feared each other occupy the 

K 
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same sepulchre. The sexton has here opened a 
grave for the covetous and cruel man by the side 
of his unsuspecting victims. And no one cares; 
for it is a repetition of an old, every-day story, 
suggesting again the constantly-recurring question. 
How can we vindicate the equity of Divine provi- 
dence without assuming a future life, in which 
selfishness will suffer from unsatisfied desires, and 
truth rejoice in a heaven of love 1 If the world be 
governed by the moral principles enforced on man- 
kind as the standard of their l^islation, why are 
the wi'ong-doers so seldom punished that the fear 
of consequences cannot restrain their desires ? and 
why are the wrongs suffered so seldom revenged or 
compensated by Him who rules righteously ? Fail- 
ing to answer these questions, it is reasonable to 
trust the evidences of a future life, dimly perceived 
in the conduct of nature, and to believe that the 
providence of this world will be justified by the 
future conditions of human souls, and their rehir 
tions to infinite goodness and truth. We see only 
one act in the great drama of a human existence ; 
and to know what justice is involved in its pro- 
gress, we must wait till the history is completed. 
We believe that the perplexities and sufferings of 
the present time strengthen the probabilities of a 
future, when normal conditions may be changed, 
and the irregularities produced by the interference 
of good and evil be compensated by a distinct 
revelation of individual character, and the perfec- 
tion of spiritual societies." 

" Admit the revelation of the Divine will," said 
the Vicar, " and you may say, the certainties of a 
future life." 
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•* Th»re are men," I ventured to reply, " who 
deny the existence of a God, and then necessarily 
reject the claim of Revelation. It is therefore im- 
portant, so far as they are concerned, to prove the 
compound nature of man, without demanding an 
admission of rejected truths. To supply satisfactory 
evidence that man is spiritual as well as material, 
and has a soul as well as a body, is the first step to 
the reasonable admission of the existence of a future 
State." 

" T remember the time," the Vicar replied, " when 
the nations of Europe were insulted by the asser- 
tion, without defence or apology, of a gross atheism, 
which not only denied the existence of God and 
human souls, but employed the bold assumption to 
weaken the obligations of moral law and destroy 
society. K it has now any disciples, they are * lewd 
fellows of the baser sort,' who throw off the re- 
strictions of modesty and intelligence, and seek to 
quiet their uneasy consciences by denying the autho- 
rity of the laws that condemn them. * If there be 
no God,* they say, ' there can be no future state for 
man, and anxiety about what may happen after 
death is self-inflicted torture.' The Free-thinkers of 
this age reject the old hypothesis, and, with an 
appearance of candour in thought and maimer, 
accept Pantheism, which finds Deity in all things, 
without a Divine personality. But if nature has 
no God, man has no souL This new form of un- 
belief appears to me the most irrational of all 
attempts to reconcile the phenomena of the human 
mind with the conditions of physical existence, 
putting itself in opposition to the instincts of man, 
as well as the clear deductions of experience." 

K 2 
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" That is true," the Antiquary replied ; " but our 
young friend speaks wisely when he says, * Lay asid6 
all hypothesis, and, without reference to your &ith 
in God and a Divine Kevelation, examine the testi- 
mony of nature and mental phenomena to the 
duality of man, and the probability of an existence 
after death.' " 

** In other words," the Vicar replied, " shut out 
the light of heaven, and try how near you can get 
to the truth by groping after it — ^by * feeling ai^r 
God, if haply ye may find him, though He be not 
far from -every one of us/ But I do not object to 
the rational evidences of man's spiritual nature and 
a future state ; for, although there is a more certain 
word of promise, it is not the voice of truth to all 
men." 

" There is great wisdom, my friend," said the 
Antiquary, "in frequently surveying the founda- 
tions of our faith, whether they are built on natural 
phenomena or Divine instructions. That which 
appears safe to us may be thought insecure by 
another, for there are men who never seek truth 
out of their own consciousness. To me the evi- 
dences of man's compound nature are distinctly- 
announced in mental phenomena ; but to recite the 
arguments in favour of the existence of a human 
soul would occupy too much time, and weary your 
patience." 

" Without doing either," the Yicar replied, " you 
may mention some of the arguments which are to 
you most conclusive against the hypothesis of man's 
materiality, and in favour of his spiritual nature." 

" If I have not a soul," the Antiquary replied, 
** my thought, will, conscience, and all my mental 
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agencies, are consequences of refined anatomy. 
This is the only alternative hypothesis, and the 
conclusion is to me absurd. The senses, I know, 
are our channels of communication with the ex- 
ternal world. But the senses do not see, feel, hear, 
taste, and smell ; nor does the brain, to which they 
conduct. Seeing is the act of the man, not of the 
expanded optic nerve. The external world is seen 
by the agency of the eye, which, with other mes- 
sengers, is employed in protecting the body, and 
making known its necessities. But the mind 
has duties in which the senses can take no 
part. It classifies the perceptions obtained through 
their indispensable services, and, by reasoning 
and inferences, determines the relation of one to 
another. Long after sensations have faded away 
and the phenomena they represented have disap- 
peared from the screen of the world's camera, the 
mind recalls at pleasure the images it received; 
and by combining them with new forms, and throw- 
ing them into new conditions, obtains effects almost 
deserving the name of creation. Nor does the dis- 
tinct, undivided mental power end here, for it can 
estimate the truthfulness and value of the percep- 
tions originated by the senses, directing the rejec- 
tion of some as fallacies, and the correction of 
others as distortions of real forms. 

" If I have taken a just view of what is passing 
in my mind, the perceptions are the materials 
which the mind employs in reasoning- — they are 
the data for thought, or if you like the comparison 
better, the outline sketch, to which truth and life 
are to be given by light and shade and the details 
of delicate colouring. Every man does the work 
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according to his skill and hnmonr ; and the work- 
manship is distinguished by a refined touch, or 
clumsiness. If the labourer be without genius and 
without art, and fail to arrange and compare his 
perceptions, he will to other men appear ridiculous ; 
but if he misapply or grossly distort the outlines of 
truth, he will be pronounced foolish or insane." 

" But I have heard some men say," the "Wan- 
derer replied, " that the power to separate truth 
from falsehood is obtained by experience, just as a 
child learns to estimate distauces by trying to reach 
the thing he wants." 

" I admit the value of experience," the Anti* 
quary replied; "but if it could be proved that 
the estimation of the value of our perceptions is 
on]y a power of generalization, we have still to 
determine the source of that power. Can a body- 
move itself? Can intellectual power grow out of 
wishing? Does the power exist in a delicately- 
organized brain, or is there an independent think- 
ing agent, to which the body is a clumsy, rough, 
big-handed servant ? 

" Some importance may be attached to the £act 
that, while our sensations, especially those of a 
pleasurable kind, are unenduring, our intellectual 
acquirements are comparatively permanent. The 
former are incommunicable, and belong to indi- 
vidual life ; the latter are transmitted isom. one in- 
telligence to another. Thought passes from genera^^ 
tion to generation, an ever-increasing inheritance, 
subject to shade and all the accidents of condition, 
but absolutely indestructible. Whether the sensa* 
tion be one of pleasure or pain, it passes away 
quickly if unconnected with intellectual effort^ 
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but that whicli the intellect does in the accumula- 
tion of fieu^ts, in the grouping of objects, and in 
directing natural forces, remains always the most 
cherished of its possessions. Memory is active, if 
there be no sudden .break in the connexion of 
physical agencies, till death claims its own, and the 
spirit at the moment of its liberation exclaims, 
* O Death ! where is thy sting ? ' Do not such con- 
siderations lead you to suspect that sensations are 
excited under discoverable physical conditions] 
When knowledge is evolved from sensations, a force 
is called forth which spreads like ever-succeeding 
vibrations from a centre, but augmenting its power 
by diffusion, and perpetuating itself through all time 
for good or for evil. For this reason, man, although 
physically dying, may be spiritually increasing in 
immortal strength. He is out-growing his frail 
tenement, but is being nurtured and trained for 
the great inheritance of his race. 

" I am much deceived if we cannot collect 
some important arguments in favour of the spiritual 
nature of man from the incidents of the struggle 
which is constantly maintained between the wUl 
and the appetites. The senses entice us to accept 
physical enjoyments, and to gratify the appetites, 
without reference to moral or other obligations; 
but the action is determined by the will, which, 
for the exercise of virtue, must be under the 
influence of the highest mental principles. The 
moral sentiments are active and powerful when the 
will restrains animal desires. When the intellect 
disapproves, and the will permits, imseemly riot 
follows. But there are times when the will, though 
influenced by moral principles, is too weak to resist 




144 A SABBATH-DAY JOUBKET. 

the temptation of the senses, and then the physical 
takes control of the spiritual in the struggles of 
mortal life ; and man, acknowledging his wes^ness, 
confesses, ' What I would, that do I not ; but what 
I hate, that I do.' 

" In this way the will gives evidence of the 
spiritual nature of man. Still more convincing is 
the testimony obtained from the relation of the 
affections and passions to the moral sentiments by 
which they are governed. You may possibly ob- 
ject to this statement, and tell me that love is often 
excited and sustained by impressions produced by 
external objects; and hatred, its converse, may 
have its origin in an impression conveyed by an 
organ of sense. So it is; but these passions are, 
notwithstanding, creations of mind — of thoughts 
which have no material correspondents. The 
beauty we loved may fade away, sickness may 
mar the fairest of mortal forms, and sorrow may 
convert the cheerful smile into a pervading solem- 
nity of feature, a painful melancholy; but our love 
for the individual may continue, though the con- 
trast of past and present may threaten it, sustained 
by a consciousness of mental capacity and -moral 
character, without reference to the form in which 
they were once developed. 

" When love is united with adoration, the 
religious sentiment has a despotic influence on 
the mind, and the sensuous objects by which the 
imagination is impressed may, then, like the ac- 
cessories of royalty, be unrequired in the daily 
approach to the Father of Spirits. The simple 
acts of thanksgiving and prayer in a quiet recess 
of the soul, apart from the formalities of public 
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worship, the pomp of form and colour, and the 
enchantments of music, are spiritual in their 
nature, and refuse the Mntest colouring of the 
unsanctified imagination. Under the strong entice- 
ments of Divine love, the spirit is prepared to 
suffer all things, and to do the will of God. But 
if human nature in this, its exaltation, does not 
give sufficient proof of its spiritual essence, consider 
the rise and development of the malign emotions, — 
the suspicious thought, the jealous reserve, the 
deceitful friendship, not to speak of the more 
deadly passions to which they lead — ^under the 
influence of which the body becomes the slave of 
an evil spirit, hiding emotion while mischief id 
hatched in the dark chambers of its council-house. 

** He who is not altogether sensual, who has not 
lost consciousness of hia higher nature, and the 
obligations of time to eternity, will be sure to 
question his conscience upon the spirituality of 
his being. To him who cannot, or will not, in- 
terrogate the best of all witnesses, the intellect 
must appeal by considerations drawn from the 
relations of matter to force." 

"We must not forget," said the Vicar, "that 
the men who deny the existence of human souls, 
and oppose themselves to the almost universal 
belief of mankind, are as much bound to prove 
their hypothesis, as the Christian to justify his 
faith. They cowardly fly from the responsibility, 
and hide themselves under the assertion, that the 
duty of proof belongs to the positive declaration 
they deny. But he who denies, does not rest his 
beUef on a negative ; he destroys one hypothesis 
that he may establish another. He who says that 
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man has no soul, believes mind to be a name for 
the effects of delicate organization; that mental 
phenomena^ intellectual or moral, are conditions 
of matter, influenced by physical states, and what 
are called habits; that life is an electric current, 
ebbing and flowing, with neap and spring tides; 
and that man is a delicate, but rather fragile 
telegraphic arrangement. The right of these men 
to invent hypothesis is not to be denied, but they 
must not question the right of others to demand 
proof, nor be angry when opposed by other hypo- 
theses, claiming with equal authority an appeal to 
the examination and judgment of mankind. Sach 
opponents have often presented themselves to the 
materialists, and their challenge has been bold. 
* Not forgetting,' they have said, * anything you have 
affirmed about the dependence of mental conditions 
upon the maturity of the body and physical health, 
we first meet your hypothesis, the non-existence of 
spirit, by the assertion that you have no knowledge of 
the existence of body or matter. The sensations 
which inform you about that which you call an ex.- 
temal world are mental conditions. You deceive 
yourselves wofiilly, if you think you know anything 
out of your own consciousness.' It is thus that those 
who believe in mind without matter challenge those 
who teach the existence of matter without mind." 

"This inquiry," the Antiquary replied, "is 
related to another of equal importance — ^the origin, 
of man. If he be the result of an admirable 
combination of chemical and physiological forces, 
there is no reason why he should not be a develop- 
ment from matter produced under the operation of 
ordinary agents and laws. But, if he be spiritual 
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as well as material, he must have been created by 
an intelligent Being ; and may I not say, that his 
Creator was such a Being as the God of Scripture, 
an Almighty Spirit 1 To renounce such a glorious 
parentage, and trace the birth of man to the 
necessities of material existence and physical 
agents, is to dishonour the race. It is not possible 
that his noble aspirations and profound thoughts, 
his Imaginations, reasonings, and hope of immor- 
tality, can be the products of the agents he follows 
in their most occult foims, and calls with authority 
to do him service, yoked to the car of his progress. 
Man is the despot of matter, not its slave. Neither 
the magnitude of physical combinations, nor the 
irresistible power of natural agencies can draw 
from him an admission of inferiority. He feels 
the Divine origin of his being, and knows that the 
breath of his fife is the breath of God." 

" May we not then," said the Squire, " take con- 
fidence, and assure ourselves of a future life in 
virtue of our spiritual nature?" 

"Elnowing that there is a spirit in man," the 
Antiquary replied, "a future life may be antici- 
pated, but cannot be proved by any process of 
reason. His body dies, and is resolved into the 
elements which form it, sullied perhaps by disease, 
and needing purification from life stains. Sensi- 
bility instantly disappears, disunion and decom- 
position follow. But philosophy guesses, and in- 
spired Scriptures assert, that the death of the body 
is not the death of the man. If it could be proved 
that life is only a chemical action, and death a 
resolution of forces, the possible destruction of 
physical vitaUty without injury to the soul could 
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not be denied. The condition of its being is there- 
fore a more important inquiry than the phenomena 
attending and following the death of the body. 
The grave is one of nature's laboratories. When 
death has broken the union between the mortal 
and immortal, it teaches the living to what a 
revolting state the most perfect organization is 
destined. We have read the physical history of 
man by a light from his sepulchre. But to know 
what the man is when the body is dead, we must 
look elsewhere, for 'the grave has no such secrets to 
tell. Reason attempts to guide us through the 
dark passages which lead to the hoped-for spiritual 
home, and fails. We need the brighter light of 
Eevelation, and a heaven-made chart of the country 
in which is the holy temple of the Great King, 
where we hope to hear of those who have gone 
before us, and to have a conscious revelation of 
the Divine presence." 

" You are right," said the Vicar ; " science may 
find proofs of the compound nature of man, but it 
cannot prove the immortality of the soul. We 
must depend on Revelation for our knowledge of the 
fact that man will live after he is dead, and that his 
state will be determined by his mental character." 

" We may satisfy ourselves," the Antiquary re- 
plied, "that there must be a great change in the 
condition and thought of a spirit, when, in obe- 
dience to the Divine invitation, he is clothed upon 
with the heavenly vestments. Stripping off the 
work-day dress of this world, he rejoices to take 
the fashion of the new kingdom, to the citizenship 
of which he has been elected. This is the only 
consolation for those fond souls from whom are 
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taken the objects of their love, the only thought 
that can relieve the perpetual restlessness and dis- 
quietude of the broken-hearted. It is a mistake to 
say we part with our loved ones on the brink of 
Jordan. They ford the dark stream alone, and on the 
other side are met by those citizens of the heavenly 
kingdom into whose celestial troops they are en- 
listed. But in spirit we follow their victorious 
camps, presenting ourselves in their companies, lis- 
tening for their voices, and hoping for their recog- 
nition and smiles of affection. These things we do, 
without abandoning our earth-bom struggles. To the 
great battle-field of life we are daily recaUed to fight 
our way forward to the same dark shore, there to 
wait tiU the great Captain of our Salvation shall 
say, ' Forward, and possess your inheritance.' Then 
shall we know from the loved ones who crossed 
before us how often we have in spirit metj how 
our love has been demonstrated to them in their 
real existence, and how they, with Divine permis- 
sion, have strengthened our faith and encouraged 
us to endure to the end of our short fictitious lives. 
Then, and not till then, shall we understand the 
commimion of saints." 

" Would you persuade us," the "Wanderer in- 
quired, " that the death of the mortal body is al- 
ways the beginning of life in a spiritual body 1 " 

" That is the thought," the Antiquary replied, 
" which supports us in the loss of friends and the 
anticipation of death. To desire annihilation — by 
which I mean the destruction of the thinking 
powers and all that is called mind — is only possible 
to those who know or believe themselves beyond 
the hope of deliverance from eternal punishment. 
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I would rather, on a starless, stormy night, sit in a 
sepulchre with ghosts and churchyard company, 
than, believing in the extinction of intelligence by 
death, pass one hour after twilight on a well-known 
grave. I have seen men and women, when the 
storm and torrent of their grief had overpassed, 
silently weeping by the graves of their loved ones. 
I have heard them say, 'I shall come to thee 
soon, darling !' And they were glad in their sorrow, 
because they knew that the death of the mortal 
body was the glorification of the spiritual I have 
seen the young widow, or betrothed maiden, watch- 
ing near the grave of her beloved; and while she wept 
she talked to the departed as when she heard his 
voice and saw his smile. Then her hands dropped 
patiently folded into her lap, and she mused over the 
^t and future, tiU the shadows of evening dar- 
kened, and the gloaming warned her of the ap- 
proach of night, and then she hastened away, be- 
cause she was afraid. What would have been the 
excess of her sorrow and fear, if she had believed 
that he died on his death-bed, and terminated his 
existence in the accident that befel his diseased 
body — that his death bed was his destruction, and 
that she had nothing to expect but a simUar Loni- 
hilation ! It is very terrible to believe in man's 
materiality, and doubt his immortality. The 
woman's loving heart fears an encounter with the 
ghosts of the departed, and the churchyard by 
night terrifies her. To meet her husband or lover 
crossing from the spirit-land to this Gethsemane, 
this garden of sorrow and death, is not among her 
desires. Her wounded affections would not be 
healed by such an interview. She desires his re- 
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turn to Her as she once knew him, whether in sick- 
ness or in health, to support her, or to be the o1> 
ject of her care and assistance; but she has no 
desire to receive him from the spirit-world in his 
spiritual condition. Her brightest hope is to be 
hereafter as he is, and to become again his 
companion. And such she will be, if true 
to him and the eternal conditions which still 
unite them. But tell her that he is not; that 
he was only a well-developed, intelligent organiza- 
tion ; that the mechanism of his body being de- 
composed, the man ceased to exist : tell her that 
all who have died, and all who shall die, will, like 
him, be resolved into the uncombined elementary 
substances of animal organizations; that the antici- 
pation of future life is foUy, and that there can be 
no meeting-place but the grave; and, if she be- 
lieve you, her sympathies will fade, and the nourish- 
ment of love dry in her bosom. Could I believe 
in the annihilation of the intelligence and affection 
of my dead children, I should wish life ended, that 
I might, like them, cease to be, by the destruction 
of consciousness. What a ridiculous vanity and 
pretence a human life must be, whether of a king 
or a beggar, of fat fulness and plethoric wealth, or 
of starved leanness, want, and indebtedness, if it 
ends in this world I " 

" Those who admit the authority of Scripture," 
said the Vicar, "admit fully the doctrine of a 
future state. But some Christian men have doubted 
whether the immortality of the soul is taught in 
the Divine Word, and whether it may not be in 
the council of God to destroy the souls for whom 
there is no redemption.'' 
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" I have been, like yourselves, a reader of the 
Bible," said the Wanderer, speaking timidly, and 
looking doubtfully round, as if he asked permis- 
sion to speak ; " but I have not found in it the 
doctrine of the necessary immoi-tality of the soul. 
It says, ' the soul that sinneth shall die ; ' the soul 
sinneth, and the soul dies. It speaks of the ' ever- 
lasting destruction ' of the wicked ; but, as Christ 
is * the Life,' those who believe on Him receive 
' everlasting life ' as the gift of God. The life of 
the redeemed is hidden with Christ in God, but 
* destruction ' is the end of the wicked, and to him 
the grave is the last home. * When the wicked 
spring as the grass, and when all the workers of 
iniquity do flourish, it is that they shall be destroyed 
for ever.* " 

" This is to me a new interpretation of Scrip- 
ture," I replied ; but it is not inconsistent with the 
character of Him who has declared himself the 
God of Love. It seems probable that the merciful 
and holy God would rather destroy evil than per- 
petuate the punishment of the evil-doer. The gift 
of God is etei-nal life ; and it is possible that de- 
struction or annihilation may follow the punish- 
ment of the unredeemed sinner. So Christ becomes 
life to all who will accept Him. I can imderstand 
now your terror of the grave, for the characters of 
men are only known to the Heart-searcher." 

" Such opinions as our friend has expressed," 
said the Vicar, " must be proved or disproved by 
the declarations of the Divine Word ; and when 
we have done our best to compare one statement 
with another we may differ in opinion. But every 
Christian man believes that there is a future state. 
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and for the believer eternal redemption from the 
penalty of sin. Such are the clear and positive de- 
clarations of Scripture. Occasional interviews with 
inhabitants of the invisible world have also been 
recorded. Both Abraham and Lot were honoured 
by visits from celestial messengers — angels of God 
in human forms, communicating with human speech, 
in language understood by the men to whom they 
were sent, and conscious of the necessities of hu- 
man action. In like manner, angels appeared to 
£lisha, Ezekiel, Daniel, and other prophets and 
servants of the Most High ; so near are we to the 
world of spirits. 

" The visits of angels to earth were still more 
frequent during the presence of their Lord. His 
coming was announced by a celestial visitor to 
Mary, * the blessed among women.* An angel 
appeared to Zach arias, 'standing on the right side 
of the Altar of Incense.* An angel of the Lord ap- 
peared to the shepherds, and proclaimed the birth 
of the Holy One : * I bring you good tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all people.- For unto 
you is bom this day in the City of David a Sa- 
viour, which is Christ the Lord.' And then a mul- 
titude of the heavenly host appeared, saying, 'Glory 
to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good 
■will toward men.* At the close of the tempta- 
tion, angels ministered to Him ; and, as attending 
servants, the same illustrious intelligences and de- 
vout affections were present at His resurrection and 
ascension to heaven.'* 

" The visits of spiritual beings in human forms,** 
said the Antiquary, " assure us of our nearness in 
nature and communion to the redeemed spirits who 

L 
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have received the gift of eternal life. What har- 
riers are broken down before this intercourse can 
be allowed, they know better than we can con- 
jecture; but as spirit is the ultimate principle of 
man's existence, and matter the medium of his 
communication with all that is not himself, the 
union of spirit and body is perpetuated after the 
destruction of the mortal form. We can have no 
conception of an unembodied spirit, but as a force, 
no evidence of its existence, separated from its in- 
fluence on the matter through which it develops it- 
self. This is, in fact, admitted when we speak of 
it as a force, for forces appear in their operations 
on bodies, whether they are mental, like voli- 
tion, or purely material and mechanical, like gravi- 
tation and affinity. Paul, the only apostle who has 
spoken authoritatively on the subject, has given no 
hint of the possible separation of a spirit from 
body in any stage of its existence. God breathed 
into Adam the breath of life, and he became a 
living soul. The union so formed will continue as 
long as the soul exists. But in some one of a 
small cycle of years the natural body must die, and 
when the outer courts and temporary constructions 
of man's being fall to decay ; when death has de- 
stroyed the natural body, which is obedient to 
physical laws and agencies, and acts by mechanical 
forces ; he will appear in his spiritual body to every 
intelligence conscious of spiritual presences. Man 
has even now a bright light within him, but it 
shines dimly by reason of the dense medium, the 
mortal body, in which it is enclosed. For the same 
reason the spiiit of a man is unconscious of the 
spiritual beings around him, and sometimes of the 
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essential spirituality of his own nature. St. Paul felt 
the restricting influence of the natural, and desired 
a spiritual body, knowing in what that change 
consisted, for he had visited no mean court of spiri- 
tual intelligence and glory, and bad heard and seen 
things not lawful to utter. May we not, then, be- 
lieve that the existence of a man immediately after 
death is manifested in his spiritual body, a far more 
refined medium of communication than that deli- 
cate and frail structure which he has abandoned? 
This may be done by personal consciousness and 
sensibility to pain and pleasure ; by a capacity to 
determine between good and evil, and a remem- 
brance of the events of a past existence. More 
than this it may not be wise to conjecture, but I 
will ventilre to suggest that the spiritual body may 
have channels of communication between conscious- 
ness and the outer world, similar to and more per- 
fect than those of the natural body, and ranging 
over larger fields of research. 

" Of the states and conditions of the spiritual 
body some indications may be found in the Gospels. 
Lazarus is represented in the Lord's parable as 
having, after death, the sensibilities and feelings of 
a man, and as being in possession of the promised 
reward of faith and love, resting on the bosom of 
Abraham ; by which is meant the perfect enjoy- 
ment of the things he had hoped for. The con- 
dition of Dives was no less the consequence of his 
natural and acquired character, for in his spiritual 
body he was taught, more perfectly than symbolical 
language can express, what it is to accept the good 
things of this world as realities, without reference 
to those of the world of spirits." 

L 2 
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" To these remarks," said the Vicar, " I make 
no objection. The spiritual body, how provided I 
am not tanght, which becomes man's peHect means 
of communication when the natural body dies, is 
probably the representative of that which death 
destroys. This conjecture is supported by the fact 
that the spiritual beings who have appeared to 
mortals have always borne the human form, and 
have been called men. The angels who appeared 
to Abi-aham were 'three men,' and they 'stood 
by him.' Lot saw two angels at even, as he sat in 
the gate of Sodom ; and he rose up to meet them, 
believing them to be men, wayfarers, and strangers. 
The prophet Daniel calls Gabriel * the man Gabriel.' 
Similar descriptions of heavenly visitors are, as you 
know, numerous in the books of the Old Scriptures, 
and I need not repeat them. A throng of celestial 
messengers witnessed and gave testimony to Chris- 
tianity in its rise and early progress, and they all 
appeared in human form and acted as men, though 
endowed with such irresistible and far-reaching 
power over material objects and combinations as 
reminds us of the declaration of the Divine Master, 
* If ye have faith and doubt not, ye shall not only 
do this which is done to the fig-tree ; but also, if ye 
shall say unto this mountain, Be thou removed, 
and be thou cast into the sea, it shall be done.' 
Angels in human form heralded the approach 
and arrival of the holy child Jesus, watched the 
sepulchre of the crucified Redeemer, and announced 
on the third day His resurrection. When the 
women went early to the sepulchre, remembering 
His words, *I am the resurrection, and the life,* 
they saw a young man — most honoured and well- 
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beloved — sitting on the right side, clothed in a 
long white garment. This same angelic yisitant, 
to them so gentle, bland, and beautiful, terrified 
the Roman keepers, who saw * his countenance like 
lightning, and his raiment white as snow/ 

" St. John gave an almost definite description of 
the origin of the celestial beings we are talking 
about. An angel wearing the human form was 
commissioned to teach him ' things which must 
shortly come to pass ;' and when his human heart 
trembled under the feelings excited by the exceed- 
ing glory of the spiritual world, and he fell at the 
feet of the angel to worship him, he was told, 

* See thou do it not ; for I am thy fellow servant, 
and of thy brethren the prophets, and of them 
which keep the sayings of the Book : worship God.' 
The same apostle was told by a celestial guide that 

* the measure of the holy city was according to the 
measure of a man, that is of an angel.'" 

" The frequent appearance of messengers from 
the spirit world," said the Antiquary, " proves, I 
think, that the form of a man is the model and 
fashion of the citizens of heaven. There may be 
other reasons, not to be mentioned now, to support 
the belief that the spiritual, incorruptible body re- 
presents the dead mortal body carried by weeping 
friends to the tomb, but refined in every feature 
and expression indicative of' love and wisdom, and 
the virtues flowing from them. When the de- 
parted have re-visited the earth, they have been re- 
cognized by their well-known human forms. Their 
mortal bodies may have been resolved into the 
material elements which formed them, and those 
elements may have entered into new combinations, 
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.^»MM<^ or inorganic ; but the spiritual bodies they 
w>.»*>*i«^i( were, in figure and feature, like those on 
■Uu<ii che mortal life stamped character. 

- In the Mount of Transfiguration, Moses and 
bhtii^ talked with Jesus ; but their reverend forms 
rkil^ to excite unusual awe in the presence of Him 
whose face shone as the sun, whose garment was 
white as the light — of Him who was clothed with 
Divine truth, and transmitted the glory of Divine 
love as it flowed through the open gates of heaven. 

" When Samuel appeared to Saul in Endor, he 
was instantly known, for he still wore the fashion 
of his mortal body. He spoke the same language 
as the conscience-stricken monarch who had called 
him to earth, and he had lost in no degree his 
former power of declaring the will and purpose of 
God. The coldness and severity of his speech may 
be attributed to his just judgment of the relative 
littleness of the most important national and im- 
perial interests, when compared with the conse- 
quences of individual character and the grandeur of 
events in the spiritual world. 

" Nor is it strange that interviews between the 
natural and the spiritual man should be sometimes 
permitted. They would be more frequent if Chris 
tians in their daily life of faith approached nearer 
to the life of the Sons of God. When a man has 
submitted himself, nothing doubting, to the Divine 
law, he should enter that circle of devout affection 
and self-sacrifice into which the angels of Grod are 
sometimes permitted to pass. 

" It would seem, however, as if there must be 
some preparation of the seer by a Divine act before 
there can be any consciousness of the presence of 
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spirits in their spiritual bodies. Balaam was igno- 
i-ant of the existence of the angel in the way until 
a new faculty of perception was given to him. 
When the servant of Elisha feared the multitude 
of the Assyrians investing the city, the prophet 
prayed the Lord to open his eyes ; * and the Lord 
opened the young man's eyes, and he^ saw : and be- 
hold, the mountain was full of horses and chariots 
of fire round about Elisha.* " 

"As Christian men," said the Vicar, "we ac- 
knowledge the great and important truth taught 
by St. Paul, * There is a natural and there is 
a spiritual body.* What this spiritual body may 
be we do not know, and would not attempt 
to conjecture ; but the man will be better housed 
and have more room and margin for the develop- 
ment of the highest moral and intellectual 
qualities. The senses which now make the 
spirit conscious of the existence of the outer world, 
and bring it into familiarity with material forms 
and conditions, will be more refined, accurate, and 
excursive, but in what the difference will consist I 
do not know. It is possible there may be new 
senses in the nobler structure prepared for the 
redeemed soul, or an increase of power and wider 
range of present capacities, or the whole surface 
and substance of the perfected humanity may be 
active in the transmission of the glorious forms and 
majestic harmonies of the spiritual world. Who can 
tell 1 Far more important is the inquiry, though 
of unlimited extent, and lying on the verge of the 
possibilities of research, whether the qualities and 
capacities of the mind will be unchanged by death, 
or whether the mind will be purified by the destruc- 
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tion of those qualities, sensibilities, and feelings 
which are calculated to mislead the soul when it is 
seeking sanctification, and by the growth of those 
which make the soul strong in the pursuit of truth 
and holiness." 

" The approach of spiritual beings to the homes 
of men," said the Antiquary, " and their converse 
in human tongues, may also suggest the inquiry, 
whether the modes of communication between the 
inhabitants of heaven are those to which we are 
accustomed on earth ; and whether there may not be 
in the next world more perfect and prompt methods 
of giving and receiving knowledge. Although we 
have no certain information on these subjects, our 
convictions may be so reasonable as to demand 
belief. Language may be unnecessary, for it is 
said we shall know even as we are known. Re- 
membering how such expressions are strained to 
support hypotheses, I would not say that each 
individual soul must be conscious of the condition 
of every other spiritual being possessing less 
wisdom and love than himself; but the existence of 
such a capacity is probable. The veil which selfish- 
ness throws over the mind may be lifted up, and 
the intellectual, moral, and religious condition of 
every being of human origin may be perfectly 
understood. Should this be the necessary capacity 
of individuals in the spiritual world, the existence 
of societies may be of the highest importance to 
the progress of the soul in truth and holiness. 
The orders of spiritual life — angels and archangels, 
cherubim and seraphim, the martyrs and spirits of 
just men made perfect, and the great assembly of 
the saints, form together a holy congregation 
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around the person of Christ, the Divine Man, by 
whom all things in heaven and earth exist, and 
who is the Alpha and Omega of being. Each 
society may be . composed of individuals who are 
equal in spiritual condition, arid the happiness of 
each class may be essential to secure the perfect 
enjoyment and harmony of the great assembly. If 
such a state of society, and condition of existence, 
should supersede the necessity for that communica- 
tion by signs and symbols which we call language, 
the knowledge acquired by the close intercourse 
of immortal souls may be more perfect than that 
gained by the present restricted mode of transmit- 
ting thought. 

" I shall not speak unadvisedly, if I suggest the 
possibility of a communication of Divine truth by 
a correspondence between outward forms and in- 
ward spiritual graces. The Lord, even now, in 
this world, teaches great lessons by the agency of 
feeble powers. In the strong wind, the earthquake, 
and the tire, the Lord may not be, but He is in the 
soft, small voice; and, when that is heard, we must, 
like the prophet, wrap our faces in our mantles, 
and listen. So in the spiritual world, a man 
may possibly be taught as truly by the objects 
surrounding and the events following him, as he is 
now by the symbols which bring him into com- 
munication by sight and hearing, by speech and 
writing, with the thoughts of other men, and all 
that is not self. If the events and feelings of the 
individual and collective life in which he has taken 
a part in this world are remembered in the next, 
so may the language in which he expressed them. 
The spiritual beings who revisit the earth, and bring 
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despatches from heaven, may therefore speak, when 
occasion requires, the words they learned in their 
terrestrial homes, and within the sacred enclosure 
of the mother's arm. The greater fitness of other 
modes of transmitting thought and feeling in the 
spiritual world is not denied by admitting the 
possible remembrance of a form of speech; for as 
man reads character by the expression of fiice, or 
the tone of voice, so in a higher state of being 
there may be a perfect knowledge, common to all, 
of the condition of every soul, and an unreserved 
communication of mind, without the use of a 
system of arbitrary signs." 

Listening with earnestness to these solemn specu- 
lations, we were startled by the sound of a passing 
knell. Like the voice of an omnipotent and in- 
exorable Power, it fell unresisted upon the quiet air, 
and we bowed our heads and were silent. Again 
and again its full, deep note hovered over us, and 
then slowly pinioned itself down the valleys, echoed 
from hill to hill, eveiy where telling the news of 
the departure of another of earth's tired travellers 
to the eternal home. Then we spoke one to the 
other, and said, " The Master has already welcomed 
her in the words, * Inasmuch as ye have done ' 
kindly and lovingly * to one of the least of these 
my brethren, ye have done it to me.' " 

The bell tolled for a lady who had lived in 
honour for her "good works' sake and the alms 
deeds which she did." Many an anxious mother, 
watching by the bedside of a sick child, heard the 
sound, and wept ; many an aged pensioner, fearful 
in spirit and dreading the future, remembered the 
past, and gave God thanks for the gentle benevo- 
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lence and Christian charity of the departed. In 
great sorrow she had patiently possessed her soul, 
and soothed her aching heart in sympathy with the 
miseries of others. In the first year of her wedded 
life her husband died, and, with a sorrow years 
could not destroy, the faithful wife mourned in 
resignation her lost companion. By self-imposed 
duties she honoured his memory and her own devo- 
tion. At her approach all hearts bowed welcome, 
and from the smile of her calm face received bless- 
ing, as when sunlight falls on tempest-stricken 
flowers. She walked on earth with faith, hope, 
charity ; and when she received her invitation 
to heaven, she thankfully gave to earth her 
widowed heart and mortal care, and went. Then, 
leaning on her long-lost companion, and in the 
white robe of purity and truth, she joined the com- 
pany of the saints, and received the blessing of 
her Lord. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

HEAVEN THE BETTER AND EVERLASTING HOME. 

" Let us now return," said the Vicar, after a short 
pause, " to the subject of our conversation, solemnly 
interrupted by the passing belL 

" Whatever other people may believe, we are 
conscious of the rapid approach of the hour of 
death, and anticipate a simultaneous birth iuto a 
new state of being. But as we are travelling by 
different roads to an unknown land, incompletely 
described, and may have many false impressions of 
our future home, it is well that we should compare 
our expectations. Let us, then, one after the other, 
honestly represent what the world of spirits is to 
us — how it presents itself to our imaginations. We 
may find some benefit from this, if fancy be checked, 
and our Christian faith be encouraged. What pre- 
parations we are to make to secure for ourselves 
the reception we desire, need not be discussed ; on 
that subject there can be no difference of opinion 
among those who name the name of Christ, if the 
duties of the present life ai-e separated from the 
dogmas of sectarianism, the uncouth phi*aseology 
of parties, and the uncharitableness of false pro- 
fessions. 

" To you, first," the Vicar continued, addressing 
the Wanderer, " we will listen. Tell us what you 
think about the nature and employments of the 
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invisible world — what it is in jour conception, and 
what you have heard about it from men in trouble, 
when they were mourning for their loved ones, in 
places where their affections, withdrawn from the 
glitter of this life, were fixed upon the objects re- 
presented in their visions of the future." 

" I have often tried to discover," the Wanderer 
replied, " what I mean, and wlat other men mean, 
when speaking of the world of spirits. Be it what 
it may, I am in fear lest I should come short of it, 
and fail to live again when I die, or only live to 
suffer unforgiven sins, till the time comes for the 
utter destruction of the unredeemed from the pre- 
sence of the Lord. 

"But I have not always thought and felt as I 
do now. I remember the time when I could not 
believe in the possibility of a man's spiritual life 
when he is dead, although I found it as difficult to 
convince myself of the perfect materiality of a rea- 
soning, sagacious being. In what man's claim to 
future life consisted I could not tell ; but, being 
God's intelligent creature, and living by the breath 
of my Maker, it seemed reasonable to believe that 
my human soul would return to Him who gave it, 
and be reabsorbed by its Divine source. So I have 
been in a strait between many opinions." 

" Your former notion, my friend," said the 
Vicar, " was that of many ancient philosophers, 
and of some modem theorists. The Stoics believed 
the soul of man to be a part of Deity, and death 
to be a loss of individuality by reunion with the 
Divine entity. This was not the doctrine taught 
by Plato. He believed in the immortality of the 
soul, and the persistent consciousness of man ; but 
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whether the Deity he worshipped was a personality 
or a principle, I cannot inform yon. The opinions 
of his followers in the Alexandrian school are still 
more hidden. Plotinus teaches explicitly the unity 
of the universal Soul. But I interrupt you. When 
your view of protean Pantheism ceased to please 
you, did you at once accept the doctrine of the idti- 
mate extinction of unredeemed souls ? " 

" Doubt has been the constant — perhaps the 
natural — state of my mind," the Wanderer re- 
plied. "I have been influenced, more or less in 
time or degree, by many opinions. I heard all, 
believed all, rejected all ; and that which now looks 
like truth may be error. When I was told of men 
who visited the earth as melancholy ghosts in their 
known forms, ' making night hideous,' I believed 
the report, and expected to see them crouching 
behind their sepulchres. But when I heard of 
dreary, half-conscious spirits imprisoned in a gloomy 
country somewhere between earth and heaven, wait- 
ing for the Great Day of Judgment, the tale * har- 
rowed my soul,' for the prison-house cannot be 
opened till the Judge arrives. Then will the con- 
gregated souls appear before Him — some to receive 
honour and an allotment in the blessed heaven, 
which is enjoyment without sin ; and some to hear 
their condemnation to the infernal pit of hell, where 
there are everlasting fires, and torments without 
end. If God be love, there musb be a heaven for 
those who love Him, and are by Him loved ; but 
how can eternal punishment be ordained for any 
creature by Him who * delighteth in mercy 1 ' The 
Day of Judgment will bring salvation and eternal 
life to the children of light ; and to those who are 
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children of night, and have refused redemption, the 
second death, which we are told is darkness and 
destruction." 

" The intermediate state of which you si)eak," 
the Vicar replied, " is often described as if it were 
the wilderness of immortal souls, a place of dryness 
and unfniitfulness, lying between the garden of the 
natural and the paradise of the spiritual world ; 
as a place where souls halt, and God's purposes are 
suspended; where the Divine presence is veiled, 
and good and evil repose together in an inglorious 
forgetfulness or lethargic suspension of the active 
powers. No such place is described in the Holy 
Scriptures. 

" Two words are used in the inspired books to 
designate the world of spirits, or parts and places 
in it ; if, indeed, the writers did not mean to de- 
scribe states rather than places. Gehenna has been 
translated hell, and is supposed to be the place or 
condition of torments. The Hebrew word Sheol 
signifies the unknown, as the Greek word Hades 
represents an invisible place, or the world of spirits. 
The latter term has suggested the idea of an inter- 
mediate state, or a sort of imperium anima/rium. 
When the Lord said to the dying penitent, * This 
day thou shalt be with me in paradise,' He did not 
make the promise to the quivering, agonized body, 
for that was destined to return to earth, when, by 
a more or less painful process, it ' gave up its 
ghost.' Nor was it made to a spirit which, in its 
disembodied and divorced state, could have no 
place; but rather to the spiritual man. Some 
writers have said that in Hades the evil and the 
good are separated, and that Paradise is the name 
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given to the dwelling-place of tlie redeemed. It is 
only upon such a supposition that we can under- 
stand why the Lord comforted the dying penitent 
with the promise of a speedy entrance into the 
place where He himself would then be. If that 
place were the common prison of souls, good and 
bad, while waiting future disposition according to 
the righteous judgment of God, the words of the 
Redeemer would be without grace. 

" Popular notions are always grossly material. 
Those which relate to a future state, and the 
eternal rest and retribution, are better represented 
in the phraseology of the Roman poets than by the 
Hebrew prophets and apostles. Such terms as the 
blissful seats of happy souls — the realms of unre- 
lenting fate — and the gaping gulf as deep twice- 
measured as earth is distant from the skies — ap- 
propriately express the common apprehension of 
man's future dwelling-place. You will not, I 
think, be satisfied with such representations, or 
believe that they describe the palaces and prisons 
of immortals. 

" In defence of the doctrine which you appear 
to have now accepted — the annihilation of un- 
redeemed souls — much may be said; and I shall 
not dispute the opinions which other men gather 
from the Word of God, so long as the redemption of 
souls is not by them endangered. But let us be care- 
ful to avoid any limitation of the power of God. 
There is more sectaiian anger and personal vanity 
than zeal for the Divine honour in the too frequently 
repeated assertion, that God cannot save or punish 
in any other way than that which seems to the 
preacher or writer appropriate to the Divine cha- 
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racter as represented in the systematic theology 
which he approves. 

" Men who speak thus, displace God, and usurp 
His throne. To them, the Divine justice is that 
which, in their religious systems, is just; mercy 
is that which they, the initiated, conceive to be 
consistent with justice ; and when they ask, ' Shall 
not the Judge of the whole earth do righteously 1 * 
they mean. Will He be righteous if He depart 
from our plan of salvation 1 " 

I would have escaped the dangerous task of 
expressing an opinion upon such a subject, but I 
could not resist the enticement of the reverend man, 
so I took courage and spoke without reserve. 

" It is the boast, perhaps the weakness, of youth, 
that he loves passionately the coy beauty of the 
natural world. Forms delicate or strong, colours 
rich or subdued, sounds rough or smooth, in 
catches or in song, and all things else which appeal 
to the senses, are pursued with intense gratification 
in the morning of our intelligence. If I have 
had enjoyments from a sort of unpremeditated 
playfulness with nature, which the cold, selfish 
spirit of business and the demure propriety of 
religious formality may please to condemn, I shall 
be justified by at least one dear friend ; for the 
united influences of time and trouble have done 
no more, in his experience, than soften colours and 
muffle hilarious sounds, without weakening her 
gentle control over his willing spirit. 

" This consciousness of my exposure to the temp- 
tations ofiered by a sense of natural order and 
beauty, warns me that my conceptions of heaven 
may be too material, and take the lights and 

M 
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shades of this world. Such an error would be no 
less than that of representing it as a great cloud 
country, inhabited by happy beings employed in a 
continued adoration of Omnipotence, as courtiers 
bow before despotic monarchs. The business of 
the eternal home is something more than the pros- 
trate devotion of holy intelligence before the throne 
of the Immortal King, and the singing of trium- 
phal airs to the praise of the Redeemer. I would 
not degrade the character of the Christian's heaven 
by supposing it to be a place with which the senses 
could have present converse, or by anticipating a 
future state to be enjoyed in the manner and de- 
gree of some earthly paradise, created by man for 
his own voluptuous pleasure. But if the natural 
world be, as some Christian men think, representa- 
tive of, or correspondent to, the spiritual, it may 
be possible to conceive the objects and conditions of 
the real and permanent existence by the study and 
enjoyment of that which is fictitious and changing. 
To invest the future world with high spiritual 
qualifications, it is not necessary to represent its 
scenery, if I may so speak, as essentially difierent 
in pattern and colour from that with which we are 
familiar. The Lord speaks of His kingdom, His 
Father's house, and the mansions of His people ; 
and in the revelation to the Apostle St. John, at 
the close of the Apostolic Age, — ^the most solemn of 
all the messages to the Church, though now neg- 
lected as a mystery, — ^there is, in the descriptive 
visions of the Heavenly Jerusalem, an unmistak- 
able correspondence between things natural and 
things spiritual. And the Apostle Paul, who can- 
not be charged with mysticism, declared that the 
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Tabernacle and its services were * examples and 
shadows of heavenly things/ 

" To suppose the employment of heaven to have 
the characteristics of earth-bom habits would be 
derogatory to the spiritual nature of man and to the 
glory of God. Much more probable would it ap- 
pear that intellectual activity, benevolent employ- 
ment, and the training of the emancipated spirit to 
higher conceptions of the Omnipotent and All 
Wise, are the employments of men in their spiritual 
bodies. This is entirely opposed to the theory that 
the future is a purely contemplative existence. 
Idleness is inconsistent with profoundly grateful 
adoration. Happiness cannot exist divorced from 
reverence, obedience, holy desires, and that perfect 
love which casteth out fear. Not until selfishness 
is destroyed, can there be a purpose, scope, and 
high . motive to personal gratification. The re- 
deemed of the fiOrd, the saints of the Most High 
God, are ministering spirits, sent forth to minister 
for those who are the heirs of salvation, whatever 
other messages they may be commissioned to carry 
from heaven to earth. 

" So far, I feel as if I trod on safe ground. Par- 
don me if my speculation should be received with 
less confidence. 

" If heaven be a place as well as a state, and 
such it must be if man's spiritual body is material, 
we must be curious to know its locality. Though 
guesses are not profitable, hypotheses frequently 
point the way to truth. Remembering this, I have 
asked myself whether th^ inhabitants of our own 
and other worlds may not be bound to the sun in 
a gracious economy of spiritual blessings as the 

M 2 



172 A SABBATH-DAY JOURNEY. 

planets are united by a physical necessity. The 
wandering, light - reflecting worlds may be the 
work-day homes of the created intelligences of the 
solar system, and the sun their everlasting spiritual 
kingdom, where the accepted of the Lord, a people 
gathered from all the lands and all ages, begin their 
eternal life in an atmosphere of devotion, harmony, 
and peace, worshipping in the spirit of holiness 
before the altar of one of the great temples of the 
universe, glorious in structure and lighted with 
the smile of the Lord." 

" I am not disposed to criticise the hypothesis 
of my young friend," said the Antiquary, " for I 
have entertained the same conjecture. I now 
hesitate to associate the material worlds with any 
higher form of intelligence than that which belongs 
to man as a spiritual being, enveloped in a dying 
organic structure. Decay, death, and corruption 
are necessary stages in the existence and destruc- 
tion of living bodies, and they are, I believe, 
events or phenomena in the history of every in- 
habitant of the sun and the planets revolving 
about him. Not knowing the mode or form of 
life, I am disposed, without denying the possible 
existence of a Wgh class of spiiitual but mortal 
beings in some or all of the oases of the solar 
system, to believe in the immediate presence 
around and about us of sentient and intelligent 
creatures, invisible to mortal eyes. No one will 
assert that our senses must have introduced us to 
all the creatures living within the bounds of our 
present inheritance, narrow as that is in comparison 
with the distances which the eye penetrates within 
the sun-controlled orbits. There are objects too 



i 



HEAVEN THE BETTER HOME. 173 

small to be discovered by the microscope, atoms 
unknown in form or structure, and obscure forces 
indicated by distant effects or in*egularities of mo- 
tion. If this be true of the elements and states 
of matter and its agencies, beings who cannot be 
classified in our catalogues, and are not compre- 
hended in our formulae, may exist, and be invisible 
to us, cross our paths, speak to our spirits, and 
influence our wills. Nor is there anvthing unrea- 
sonable, or opposed to the judgment least influenced 
by imagination, in a conception of the co-existence 
of beings essentially different in constitution, 
vitality, corporeal structure, and mental properties. 
As the soul and body of man are united, so may 
be the present and spiritual worlds. They ar6 
distinct, though dependent; comprehending each 
other, though essentially disunited — ^the one real, 
the other its shadow. The dying inhabitants of 
the natural world become citizens of the spiritual, 
each in his guild ; but the earth-bom sons of man 
are ignorant of the characters and dwelling-places 
of the sons of God, and fail to realize the approach 
of the time of their reception into the celestial 
home as * heirs and fellow-citizens of the household 
of God.' The suffering and distressed combatants 
of this world will be the blessed and satisfied pa- 
triots of the spiritual kingdom. No wonder then, 
if, when the boundary of one state approaches the 
confines of the other, the music of the heavenly is 
heard by the earthly, and the forms of those who, 
robed in light, walk the streets of the city of the 
Great King, or travel its highways, overpass and 
revisit for an instant the scenes they called home 
in the spring-time of their lives. 
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•* This spiritual world is, according to m^ hypo- 
thesis, as real as the material sphere presented to 
the senses; but while the latter is transient, the 
former is permanent, and the scene of more solemn 
activities and momentous interests ; and being with- 
out selfishness, is without sin. Heaven is thus 
brought near to us ; and for this reason, if for no 
other, my conjecture is more satisfactory than the 
solar theory of my friend. His heaven is too far 
away. I desire to think that my lost loved ones 
are near me. I cannot venture to spread the wings 
of my fancy over that dark gulf of space between 
the green earth and the dazzling sun. And if 
imagination could carry me across the kingdoms of 
the two interior planets, I should scarcely expect 
to find my children in the Elysian fields of the im- 
perial centre of our planetary system. My affec- 
tions assure me that they are not so far from my 
weeping soul. They speak to me in gentle, en- 
couraging, affectionate words. I call to them, and 
they answer me. When my courage fails, and my 
disconsolate heart is swollen with weeping, they 
say to me, * Why weepest thou 1 Fear not ; hppe 
to the end.' When I complain, and ask, *Why 
hast thou dealt thus harshly with me, O my God !' 
I hear their soft voices chiding me. Believe me, 
dear friends, the heaven of which they are citizens 
is not far oS. 

" Material palaces of light and splendour, for 
the habitation of spiritual beings, may please and 
satisfy the imaginations of the young, who are 
chiefly influenced by the grace and beauty of na- 
ture, and of those serious persons who have ac- 
cepted literally the glowing imagery of Scripture. 
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But a man who is passing through the autumn 
of life, who feels the approaching winds of winter 
sweeping past his cottage door, and sees the 
plants wither which he had cherished in summer, 
asks for companionship more than splendour. And 
when the sun is bright, and a lingeiing summer 
day returns with its gay coloura and fervid heat, he 
seeks the shady nook by the side of a sparkling 
river, and not the wide, sun-lit plain, glittering 
under the light of an unclouded heaven. 

" Nor have I the slightest doubt that impressions 
are made upon passive minds by the active agencies 
of the spirit-world, near which, or in the midst of 
which, we may be living. Just as we fail, from the 
masked presence of potent physical agencies, to de- 
tect the origin of phenomena which would be clearly 
understood if we could raise the veil, so the inex- 
plicable phenomena of the human mind would be il- 
lustrared by one glance into the now invisible world. 
But communities so near must interact on each 
other. They are subjects of the same monarchy 
advancing to higher honours, and the humble citi- 
zenship of this world may become a passport, per- 
haps the only one, to the court of the immortal, 
omnipotent, omniscient King. From a lofty dignity 
attained by the grace of God, the spiritual man 
stoops, without consciousness of humility, to the 
conceptions of the natural man, directing his 
thoughts to Divine subjects, teaching him resigna- 
tion to the events of life, and encouraging his faith 
in * the Lord our righteousness.' " 

" Heaven is represented to me," said the Squire, 
" as a grand assemblage of the worshippers of the 
Most High God — an innumerable congregation of all 
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the servants of Jesus Christ, out of every nation 
and people, kindred and tongue, redeemed from the 
effects and power of sin. Before the throne of the 
Ancient of Days all these happy and thankful souls 
bow themselves in solemn worship. But my idea 
of the employment of heaven, beyond the great act 
of adoration for infinite mercy and undeserved 
blessings, is not sufficiently precise to be described ; 
and, when I am asked what I anticipate, I can only 
reply, a perfect happiness, from a consciousness of 
forgiveness by the meritorious life and death of 
Christ, and freedom from the dominion, power, and 
commission of sin. The scenes of heaven are 
associated in my mind with the vivid descriptions 
I have read in the Bible. Some of them may be 
figurative, but I accept others as literally and 
definitely true. The scenes are gorgeous, and the 
society is blameless, and the place and the in- 
habitants are seen by me in all the pomp and 
majesty of a silent vision. When the future 
world is revealed as a temple, I see the Son 
of Grod, the Divine Man, receiving the profound 
worahip of the great congregation. The triumphant 
strains of the golden harps, and the full chorus 
from the innumerable company of the redeemed, 
move in celestial harmonies through the boundless, 
heaven-arched temple, and the refrain is ever the 
same, ' Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 
The earth, is full of thy glory. Salvation, and gloiy, 
and honour, and power, unto the Lord, our God ; 
for true and righteous are His judgments.' When 
heaven appears to me as a city, I perceive that 
which was described by St. John. I see the 
Heavenly Jerusalem, a city of gold, with gates of 
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pearl, and foundations of precious stone; a city 
which hath no need of the sun, neither of the 
moon ; for the glory of God doth lighten it, and the 
Lamb is the light thereof. To complete this gorgeous 
picture, use the description of St. Paul : * Ye are 
come unto Mount Zion, and unto the city of the 
living God, the Heavenly Jerusalem, to an in- 
numerable company of angels, to the great assembly 
and church of the firstborn which are written in 
heaven, and to God, the Judge of all, and to the 
spirits of men made perfect, and to Jesus, the 
Mediator of the new covenant.' " 

Folding his hands, as in prayer, the Vicar said, 
** Admit us, Lord, to this holy society !^' To that 
supplication we earnestly responded, " Admit us, 
O Lord ! " 

" Forgive me," said the Antiquary, after a brief 
pause, " if my doting heart has intruded its sorrows 
into our conversation. I have lost a part of my 
treasure, and * where the treasure is the heart is 
also,' Should you say it is a fond and foolish de- 
lusion, to believe my lost ones to be near me in 
their spiritual life, I will not defend my chei'ished 
conviction. Let me keep it, and, before you judge 
me harshly, wait till the cloud separates you from 
the loved ones of your own little congregations. 1 
would not think them more distant, and neither 
philosophy nor Revelation disowns the thought 
which is to me consoling. If I only asked your 
sympathy it would be selfish, and I should trouble 
you with my sorrow in vain. But, by the losses 
we suffer, earth, which we are inclined to make 
our heaven, becomes our penitentiary ; love inflicts 
the punishment, and we suffer it without complaint. 

X 
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" And now, friends, we mnst |>art. A few hours 
more, and we shall re-enter the world ; for we have 
duties to perforin, blessings to receive, and, above 
all, troubles to meet and bear. 

"If it be the lot of some of ns to struggle and 
fail, to suffer fear while we strive for life, let faith 
support us with the assui*ance that God guides us 
in love, and let the charity of those who have 
gone before us be our example. * Wherefore, seeing 
we are compassed about with so great a cloud of 
witnesses, let us lay aside every weight, and the 
sin that doth so easily beset us, and let us run with 
patience the race that is set before us, looking unto 
Jesus, the Author and Finisher of our faith.' " 

" And may the Spirit of God be our comforter, 
dear friends," said the Vicar, " and te^ch us to live, 
in affliction or joy, poverty or wealth, holding fast 
to our good hope through grace." 

The sun had now dropped to tlie edge of the 
western horizon ; and the drowsy air, awoke from 
its mid-day sleep, i-an rippling along the tall 
meadow grass, gently bending the tree-tops, shaking 
the leaves, and shedding the blossoms from their 
tender stems. The birds chirped timidly, as they 
flew from one hedge to another, or from the broad 
foliage to the outer branches of the forest trees, 
darting from twig to twig, pluming themselves for 
evening song and the outburst of their full choi'al 
service. A thousand insects, with gauze-like wings, 
enticed from field and flood — from the thick sedge 
of shallow pond, and the steep banks of sluggish 
brooks — danced in the rays of the setting sun. 
The distant mountain-tops were bathed in purple 
light, and the near valley-stream, receiving the 
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last kiss of the departing sun, hastened, in the 
absence of her lord, to glide silently, with pale 
averted face, under steep banks, in the shade of 
overhanging shrubs. The clouds, so envious of the 
bright rays which the sun had all day long poured 
down upon the rejoicing earth, caught the upcast 
stmggling beams, and, dressing their airy forms in 
royal tints, floated in the sky like still shadows on 
an azure sea. 

At such an hour, remembering our converse, 
what could we but thankfully fold our hands, and 
offer to the Father of Spirits our silent prayer] 
Thus closed my Sabbath-day Journey. 
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